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DEDICATIOM. 



TO HIS LOVE. 
D desperate hoars 



And Rumniei and eoug once again : 
You came, and I could not receive you, 

Seared in my flesh, in my sight. 
I heedlessly tnmed back to leave yon ; 

We passed on into the night. 
{Heart, soul and all, sweet, never to sever, 

Love me for ever I] 



Dearest, in houra of twilight, 

Terrible, silent and lone, 
Wlien the light, long sought for as my light 

And found, for ever seemed gone — 
When the hope of the love-dream of boyhood 

Passed sad with unknowing rebuff, 
With yoni passionate patience andjoyhood 

You came, O my Priestess of Love t 
{Heart, loul and all, dear, never to eever. 

Love me /or ever t) 
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Dedication. 



With yonr lipe to mine deatlily-reixwiog, 
You kissed back the btood cuid tlie RighH : 

You lit up my tired eyea unclosiuft 
With the hght of your beautitnl eyes. 

Yoa held me close-piessed to your bonom, 
Your heart to my heart, beating stroi^, 

In mine eyea put your life like a blosRom. 
Put my love in your lips like a Houg I 
(Heart, toitl and all, sweet, iiener fo sgt>er. 
Love me for ever !) 

De-ireat, of my heart-blood's Evangel 

I hail you, Queen, and of me : 
Sweetest, I revere you Archangel 

Of the better time that aball be. 
So to these Songs, for my love'a sake. 

As Priestess of Love must you stand, 
And, for the great Trnth above's sake, 

God's aerapb with his aword in your hand 1 
(Heart, aoitl a/nd all, dear, never to iipver. 

Love me for ever !) 
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A FEW words of preface seeiri necesBEry iu Meudingoot 
this little book. It 18 to be looked on as the product 
of the life of a social worker in England, ou liis Travels, 
and in Australia. Tlie key-note of the Firat Pavt— 
" Kugland " — is deaiHtration. or, if any hope, t)iiin 
" desperate hope." A frieud ouce reported to me a 
saying of Matthew Aruold'K, that lie did not believe 
in any man of intelligence taking a desperate view 
of the social problem in EnglauiL I am afraid that 
saying relegates me to tlie ranks of the fools, but I 
am content to remain there. I believe that never 
since 1381, which is the date of the Peasant's Revolt, 
has England presented such a spectacle of tlie liappi- 
ness of tlic tens, of the misery of the millions. It is 
not by any means the artisan, or the general or the 
agricultural labourer, who is the only snfierer. All 
HOciety groans under the slavery of stupendous toil 
and a pittance wage. The negro slavery of the 
Southern States of America was better than the 
wliite slavery of to-day all over the earth, but more 
particularly m Europe and in America. The vast 
edifice of our Civilization is built on the essential 
wrong of recompensing Labour, not according to the 
wortlj of its work, but according to the wortli of its 
members in the market of unlimited competition, 
and that soon comes to mean the payment of what 
will hold body and mouI together when in the enjoy- 
ment of health and strength. Landlordism shares 
with Capitalism the plunder of Labour. Why are 
rents h^ in Australia? Because here Labom; is 
scarcer, its wages correspondingly higher and there- 
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foiD Landlordism steps in to filch from Labour its 
hard-won comforts, aud once more reduce it to the 
necessities of existenee. The American slavera had 
to spond more in housing and keeping; any fixed 
nnmber of tlieir slaves in serviceable condition than 
Capitalism spends in ^rages. Capitalii^m and Land- 
lordism, like good Christian Institutions, leave the 
living to keep alive their living, and the dead to bury 
their dead. This cannot continue for ever. At least 
all the intelligent portion of the comnmnity will 
scow to see the injustice and attempt to abolish it. 
But when will tlie great mass of unintelligeul people 
who have won a large enough share of the plunder 
of their fellows to minister to their own comforts — 
when will these, also, awake and see ? England will 
realize the desperation of her social problem when 
its desperation is shown her by lire and blood— then, 
and not till tlien 1 What shall teach lier her sins to 
herself is what is even now teaching her her sins to 
Ireland. 

I make no apolc^y for several poems in the First 
Part which are fierce, which are even blood. thirsty. 
As I felt I wrote, and I will not lessen the truth of what 
inspired those feelings by eliminating or Fiuppres^iug 
the record of them. Ratiier, let me ask you, whoever 
you be, to im^ine what the cause was, front the 
efiect in one who was (unhappily) born and bred into 
the dominant class, and wlioso cliief care aud joy in life 
was in the pursuit of a culture which draws l)ack in. 
stioctively from the violent and the terrible. I will 
go furtiier. I will arraign my country and my day, 
because their hiiquity would not let nie follow out the 
laws of my nature, which were for luminosity and 
quiet,for the wide and genial view,hnt made me "ta]ie 
arms against a sea of troubles," hoping only too often 
" by opjjosing to end them." No, wo rnake no apology 
for bloody sweat and for tears of fire wrung out of 
ns in the Gethseroane and on the Calvary of our 
country ; we make no apology to tliose whom we 
have the right to cnrse. 

In the Second Pfrt^" Here and There," the record 
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.of a short trip in the East — thesie^t ot the sin which 
England has committed not only a:gainst herself, 
against Ireland, against Scotland, but agaiust India, 
against China, against the sweetest and gentlest 
people in the earth, the Japanese^tlie sight of this, 
and ot the signs of England's doom, the punish- 
ment for the abuse of the greatest trust any modem 
nation has had given to her, inspires a hatred which 
only that punishment can appease. 

In the Tliird Part — " Australia " — there is neither 
ferocity nor blood -tliirstiness. Its key-note is hope, 
hope that dreads but does not despair. 

We know well enough that our plea for compre- 
hension will too often be an idle one. None the 
leas we make it, for the sake of tliose wlio are 
witling to attempt to realize the social problem and 
to se^ within themselves what they cau do for its 
solution. We have no care whatever as to wliat 
view they take of it. Let them be with us or 
against us, it matters not, if only they will make this 
effort, if only they will ponder it ia their hearts. 
Ninety-nine out of a hundred of us arc concerned in 
this problem. We are all of us true sons of Labour 
who liave suffered the robbery of the wages of 
Competition. 

Brotliers all over tlie earth. Brothers and Sisters, 
you of that silent company wliose speech is only in 
the unknown deeds of love, the unknown devotions, 
the unknown lieroisms, it is to you we apeak 1 Our 
heart is against yonr heart ; you can feel it beat. 
Soul speaks to sou! through lips whose utterance is a 
need. In your room alone, in your lonely walks, in 
the still hours of day and night we will be with you. 
We will speak with you, we will plead with you, for 
these piteous ones. In the evening trees you shall 
hear the sonnd of our weeping. Our sobs shall 
shake in the wind of wintry mghts. We are the 
spirit of those piteous ones, the wronged, the op- 
pressed, the robbed, the murdered, and we bid yon 
open yoor warm heart, your light-lit soul to us I 
We will thrill you with the clarion of hate and 
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defianoe and despair in the tempeat of land and sea. 
Yon diall liiten to ue there bIbo. We will tonch 
yoor eyes and lips with fire. No, we will never let 

Sou go, till you are ours and theirs I And yon, too, 
' Suffereis, you too sliall stay with ns, and shall 
have comfort. Look, we have suffered, we have 
agonised, we have longed to hasten the hour of 
rest. But beyond the darkness there is light, 
beyond the turbulence peace. " Courage and be 
true to one another." " We biil you Impt.'' 
Sydney, Christmas, 1687. 
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THIS BOOK. 

/ eive this Book 



Man or womaH, giri or boy, labourer, ratchanic, cUrk, houu. 
strvant, whoever you may be, whose waget are not tkt worth of 
your work, — no, nor a fraction •/ it — whose wages are Ike mini, 
muitt which you and those like you, pressed by the desire for life 



IS Ihe hope that yon may see how you are Uing robbed, — how 
Capital that is won by paying you your competition wages is 
plmder, — how Rent that is woh by the increased value of land 
that is oiBing to the industry of us all, is plunder, — Ainu the 
Capitalist and LandowHtr who over-ride you, how the Master or 
Mtsfress who workyoufrom morning till night, who domineer 
ovtryou as servants and despise )ou (or what is teorse, pity 
you) as beggars, are Ihe men and women whose sole title to this 
is, that thry have the audacity aud skill to plunder you, and you 
the simptinty and folly not to see it and to submit to it :— 



I give this Booh to v 



I give it 



in the hope that you may formally enrol yourself in the ranks of 
the Army of the Night, and that you will offer up the best that 
has been granted you of heart and soul and mind towards the 
workingout of that better time when, m victorious peace, we silence 
our drums and trumpets, furl our banners, drag our canons to 
their place of rest, and solemaiv disarming ourselves, bicome 
cititens once more or, i} soldiers, then soldien ef tie Army o] 
the Day ! 
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INTRODUCTION. 



That Francis Adama' " Son^ of the Army of the 
Night," a book which ie a deliberate challenge and 
menace to all establiBhed opinions on the matters 
with which it deals, should be now entering on a 
third and enlarged edition, is an event not devoid of 
-welcome and gladdening significance for those who, 
in the gloom of the present social turmoil, are look- 
ing for the dawn of a brighter and purer day. Origin- 
ally published in AnstrtJia in 1888, the Songt (with 
a tew slight omissions) were reproduced in England 
in 1890 ; and in spite of the tacit contempt or open 
hostility with which they were naturally received 
by the orthodox press, and a total lack of the indis- 
pensable literary log-rolling, they have won a gradual 
acceptance by sheer virtue of the faith and fire 
that are at the core of them. In the present issue 
the lines which were cancelled in 1890 have been 
mostli^ restored, while various alterations and 
additions have been introdnced by the author him- 
self, who carefully revised the book for this purpose 
a sho)^ time before his death. 

The general intention and object of the " Songs of 
the Army of the Night " are sufficiently indicated 
in the anther's Preface and Proem. The title itself 
is'a aaf^eative one— a reminisoenoe perhaps of that 
"City of Dreadful Night" which another great 
democratic poet has depicted ; but with the striking 
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difference that ihe deapoudent fortitude of tlie pessi- 
mist is here quickened and energised into the fierce 
resolation of the reformer. The Songs, taken in- 
dividually, will best apeak for themselves ; it Ib not 
necessary or desirable, in tliis brief Introduction, to 
attempt an estimate of their comparative merits or 
shortcomings. But it is highly important, for a 
full and just appreciation of these most character- 
istic and impassioned products of Adams' genius, tliat 
something shonld be said of the very singular per- 
sonahty wliich everywhere underlies the poems, and 
is intimately connected with their mingled strength 
and weakness. In these lyrics, if anvwhere, tlie 
writer spoke his soul; they are an absolutely faith- 
ful and unreserved expression of a certain portion 
of his feelings. 

When Francis Adams died in the autnmn of 1893, 
he was but thirty years old, yet during that short 
lifetime he had amassed an extraordinary record of 
poignant and heart- stirring experiences.'* Gifted 
with immense natnrat vitality, both physical and 
mental, he found himself at an early age the victim 
of inherited consumption, and his adventurous career, 
in England, in Australia, and c^ain at the close of 
his life in England, vras the incessant struggle of a 
proud and lieroic spirit against the forces of disease 
and poverty that were gradually closing around 
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him. "I only heard of Adama' death twodaya ago," 
wrote one of iiis Australian friends.* "I cannot tell 
how much smaller and poorer the world seems to 
me now he has gone. He was the traest comrade, 
with all his inward lonelinesfl. The very light of 
camaraderie shone from his soul. Except that ha 
might accomplish the work laid upon him by his 
destiny and Iiis hour, there was no care for self in 
him. And the tragedy of bis hfe and sufferings waa, 
I calmly and firmly believe, the greatest and moat 
dreadful in oar literary history. For what the 
wrongs of the oppressed and dispossessed were to 
him, let the " Songs of the Army of the Night " bear 
. witness, bnt what ne suffered from physical disease 
and personal sorrows, let only oblivion keep the 
knowledge of — what he endured from the tortotes of 
frustrate ambition, we can gueas." 

It will bo readily understood how tlie natural 
sensitiveness of an intensely high-strung tempera- 
ment was accentuated by such suffering and dis- 
appointment, until it left its mark both in the ex- 
acting fastidiousness of his literary judgments and 
in the scathing severity of his denunciation of social 
hypocrisies. This fact will account for much that 
were else unaccountable, and perhaps iu some cases 
repellent, iu the occasionally pitiless invective of 
those " Songa of the Army of the Night"; on the 
other hand, t>ie poems bear unmistakable testimony 
to the passionate tenderness and humanity of the 
heart which inspired them. Was there ever, since 
Shelley died, ao fiery a hatred of injustice, so eager 
a sympathy with the cause of the poor and oppressed? 
In this respect also, Francis Adams' writings are 
the exact counterpart of his personality. No memory 
of him will dwell more abidingly in the minds of 
those who knew him than the occasions when, with 
magnetic eloquence, he would dilate on the people's 
wrongs— his beautiful expressive features and large 

• Svdney Jephcoii.authoraf "The Secreisol the Soulb," a volume 
described bf Adams u " tha first geuuiae eipresslon In poeiry ol 
Australia." 
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flaabing eyes lit up with the glow of a aingle-bearted 
life-long enthiiHiasm. 

Bat the poems are so " unbalanced," says the 
liteiary critic, who, with the caution of hia kind, is 
always on his gaard against militant writers who 
" mean business," who have got something to say, 
and are determined to say it at whatever hazard to 
delicate academical proprieties. The poems un- 
doubtedlv are unbalanced ; that is an incidental 
defect which is accounted tor by the circumstances 
to which I have already alluded. But on the other 
hand it should be remarked that there is a danger 
io too much intellectual balance, no less than in too 
little. We have already far too many balanced 
literary gentlemen sitting comfortably on the stile, 
with an ec^uipoise which might move the envy of a 
Blondin ; it is their eesthetic iudifferentiam, far more 
than any emotional excasa, which ia the bane of our 
present literature. It is therefore not to he regretted 
that a writer should appear who can voice the 
passionate resentment of sham philanthropy and 
sham religion, which is undoubtedly felt by a section, 
and an increasing section, of English workers, 



It may be that there is exaggeration, unwisdom, 
injustice even, in the personal references of some 
of these poems; but in tlieir general indictment of 
a Pharisaical and selfish class-supremacy, they are 
essentially true and valuable. The Songs, as their 
author once told me, are an attempt to do what bas 
never been done before — to express what might 
be the feelings of a member of the working classes, 
as he finds out the hollowness (to him, at any rate) 
of onr "culture" and "respectability." 

Still less valid, I think, is the technical criticism 
which would set aside the " Songs of the Army of 
the Night ' ' as bad poetry and doggerel, because the 
bock contains numerons violations of the customary 
"laws "of metre and rhyme-sound. The author^ 
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omiaaion to conform nitli these supposed obligationa 
was eridcatly deliberate, and in hatmoDj with the 
whole purpose which be bad in view ; he felt, and 
felt rightly, that a work wliicb was in anbotance a 
direct dcHance of orthodox culture must aimilarly 
emancipate itself, in expression, from the trammels 
of orthodox rhyming. The new wine of revolationary 
thought cannot he put in the old bottlea of acade- 
Baical versiflcation, and those readers who wish to 
form a fair jttdgmeut of the literary value ot the 

Cms mnst have the courage to regard them not 
u the standpoint of the conventioual critic (who 
invariably fails to appreciate the true significance 
of any new and genaine poetry), but from that of 
the author himaelf, who knew exactly what he had 
to say, and how he could say it with moat effect. 

In tbe case of writings of this sort, the uieaauie of 
the critic's antipathy is often the measure of the 
poet'a aucceaa. It is not aupriaing that these revolu- 
tionary aongs have aroused, and will continue to 
aronae, miaanderatanding and reprobation, for they 
have an incisive and trenchant quality which aetdom 
fails to make itself felt ; whatever else they do, or 
fail to do, they strike home. The hilt of the dagger 
may not be carved in the moat approved method ot 
omamestatioD ; but the blade is keen and deadly, 
and its mark will not he easily coucealed. Viewed 
in this light, many of the phrases and cadencea, 
which according to ordinary canons of act are cer- 
tainly formless and unmusical, are aeen to be appro- 
priate and inevitable ; and the reader who turns 
away from tbe book on account of these peculiarities 
will De simply tepeatingthe errors of those literary 
pnriats who nave been auccesaively nnahte to read 
Shelley, nnableto read Whitman, unable to read Car- 
penter — in a word, unable to read any new great 
writer whoae style was as novel and oofamiliar as 
his ideas. 

Yet, all anch disabilities being allowed for, it ia 
difficult to believe that any candid reader, who baa 
a true love of poetry in his heart, can fail to appre- 
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ciate the great literary merits which diotinsaish the 
best, if the best only, of these remarkable lyrics, 
remarkable in ail casea for theirvigour and audacity, 
in a considerable number of cases for the highest 
qualities of song. If anyone cannot see the power 
and beaaty of such poems as " In Trafalgar Square,'' 
"One among so Many," "To England," "A South- 
Sea Islander," and "A Death at Sea,'' it wonld be 
nselesB to multiply words on the subject. Time will 
show whether these and other of their author's pro- 
ductions are worthy or unworthy to live. 

I have said that the " Songs of the Army of the 
Night " were a faithful expression of " a certain 
portion' of their author's feelings. It is necessary 
to make this limitation, because it would be an in- 
justice to Fraucis Adams to let it be assumed, by 
those who may not be acquainted with his other 
writings, that his fiery zeal for social emancipation 
represents more than one side— albeit a most im- 
portant one — of Ids maey.sided labours. " I am but 
a poor devil who tries to touch life at several artistic 
points," He writes in one of his letters of 1892, " and 
if I give this one pleasure as a lyrist, and that as a 
dramatist, and that as a story-teller, and that as a 
critic, I am content." Wlien quite a boy he had 
planned a vast cycle of character- sketches, a life- 
work which was to be realized in a series of poems 
and tales. "It was my modest little scheme" he 
continues " to draw types of all the social life of the 
day. ' Leicester ' is the first of the series of novels 
and tales. Oh, I was going to do as big as Balzac 
that way ! Fancy what a pretty scheme for a jack- 
anapes of eighteen, and to have swcati;d at it all 
these years I I finished the last but one of th« 
novels (chronologically) on my way out to Australia. 
Tliere ore three novels to do yet, and aboat eight 
short tales." 

It may be seen from the appended hst of Adams' 

Enblished writings how great was the amount, and 
ow wide the scope, of the literary effort (not to 
mairtian the jottratnistic work) put foctdi byrhimdnr- 



dbf Google 



Introduction, 23 

ing the last twelve years of his life, six of which 
(1684.1890) were spent in his visit to Australia. It 
is as a critic that lie has received from bis fellow- 
critics the latgest sliare of praise, doubtless becauso 
there is of necessity ja more cautious tone in that 
class of his writings, which gives satisfaction to the 
'■balanced'' literary mind. I venture, however, to 
think that the reviewers are wrong in this estimate 
of Francis Adams' powers i for }jis temperament 
was essentially of tlie emotional, and not tliejudicial 
order, and in spite of the singular brilliancy of cer- 
tain of his judgments his keenly sensitive and snbtto 
instinct was more often, and more fatally, at fault in 
his critical than in liiu poetical productions. On the 
value of his works as a whole, or of his complete 
poetical works, so unequal in their merit, it is 
perhaps too early to express an opinion ; for some 
of bis writings on wliich he himself set most store 
still remain to be published. But for my own port, 
I believe that it is in his more impassioned and 
onrestrained work, such as " Leicester, an Anto- 
bio^aphy '' and " The Songs of the Army of the 
Night," that we must look for his real masterpieces ; 
for it is there alone that he wields the great imagin- 
ative quality, and the lieart of fire, that can triumph 
over all superficial blemishes and defects. 

At any rate we have here a volume of people's 
poems which deserves to rank with the memorable 
achievements of democratic literature. Once more, 
amidst the mnltitndinous parrot-cries of elegant ver' 
sifying, comes the arresting call of one who has seen, 
and sufEered, and sympathised— a veritable hnman 
voice, which speaks direct to the heart of the 
listener as no "mere literature" has ever spoken. 
Wljatcver place may be ultimately assigned him 
among English authors, it is througa these " Son^s 
of the Army of the Night " that the name of Francis 
Adams will be best loved and longest remembered 
by the friends of social freedom. 

H. S. Salt. 
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SONGS 



THE ARMY OF THE NIGHT. 



jlZMByGOO^IC 



Id the block nigbt, along the mud-deep toade, 

Amid the threateninD boiiehs and ghaetlj streamB, 

H&rk I sounds that giid the daikneases like goads, 
Murmurs and rumours and reverberant dreams, 



Trampling, breaths, inoTementB, and a little light, — 
The marching of the Army of the Night I 

The stricken men, the mad brute-beaats are keeping 
I^o more theit places in the ditches or holes, 

But rise, and join us, and the women, weeping 
Beside the roadways, rise like demon-souls. 

Fill up the lankn I What shimmers there so bright 7 

The bayonets of the Army of the Ntghl I 

Fill up the ranks 1 We march m steadfast column, 



Rank follows rank like billows to the shore, 
Dawnwatds we tramp, towards the hills and hght. 
On, on and up, the Army of the Night I 



,l;Mb>G00glc 



ENGLAND. 



TOIL 



I toil, I toil as toila e. jaded horse 

Around the ever-changing changelees track 
From BTmrise on to sunset, till the mill. 
That grinds in flour my heart and soul, is still. 
And the ropes are loosed, and I may leave my cooiee 

And silent, alone with the night, go back 
To misery and the cruel sleep whose bieaata, 
Bitter to suck, give poisoned milk. And this 
Is my life I And everything attests 
Hell's fleshless hand that h^ds me pitiless I 



Let him who toils, enjoy 
■ Fruit of his toiling. 
Let him whom sweats annoy, 
No more be apoiling. 



For we wonld have it be 
That, weak or stronger, 

Not he who works, but he 
Who works not hunger I- 
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28 Songs of the A rmy />/ the Night. 



When day's hard task's done, 
Eve's scant meal partaken, 

Out we steal each one, 
Weariless, anshaken. 

In small reeking squares, 
Garbaged plots, we gather, 

Little knots and pairs. 
Brother, sister, father. 

Then the Word is given. 

In their silent putces 
Under lowering heaven, 

Bange oar stern-set faces. 

Kow we march and wheel 

In OUT olumsy line. 
Shouldering sticks for steel, 

Thoughts hitter as brine I 

Drill, driU, drill, and driU I 

It is only thus 
Conquer yet we will 

Those who've conquered ub. 

Patience, sisters, mothers I 

We must not forget 
Foiled dead fathers, brothets ; 

The J most teach na yet. 

In that Hont we see. 

The Hour of onr Desire, 
What shall their slavers be ? 

Aa the itubble to Ote fire I 
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EVENING HYMN IN THE HOVELS. 

" We sow the fertile seed and then we reap it ; 

We thresh the golden grain ; we knead the bread. 
Others that eat are glad. In store they keep it, 

While we hunger outside with hearts like leacl. 
Hallelujah I 

" We hew the atone and saw it, rear the city. 

Others inhabit there in pleasant ease. 
We have no thing to aak of them save pity. 

No answer they to give hut what they please. 
Hallelujah ! 

" Is it for ever, fathers, say, and mothers, 
That wo must toil and never linow the light ? 

Is it for ever, aiators, say, and hiothers, 
That they must grind ns dead here in the night f 

Hallelujah ! 

V O we who BOW, reap, knead, shall we not also 
Have strength and pleasure of the food we make ? 

O we who hew, build, deck, shall we not also 
The happiness that we have given partake ? 
Hallelujah t" 



IN THE STREET, 

Lord Shaftesbdby. 

on have done well, we say it. Yon are dead, 
And, of the the man that with the right hand takes 
Less than the left hand gives, let it be said 
He has done something for our wretched sakes. 
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JO SoHgs of the Army of the Nigkt. 

For those to whom you gave their daily bread 

Banoid with Ood-loathed " charity, their drink 
Putrid with man-loathed " sin," we bow oai head 

Qratefol, as the Kceat hearse goes by, and think, 
yes, you have fed the fleeh and starved the sonla 

Of (housands of ub ; you have taught too welt 
The Rich are little gods beyoud control, 

Save of yont big 0od of the heaven and hell. 
We thank you. This was pretty once, and right. 
Now it wears rather thin. My lord, good oi^t t 



" Liberty ?" Is that the cry, then ? 

We have heard it oft of yore. 
Once it had, we think a meaning ; 

Let OS hear it now no more. 

We have read what history tells ua 

Of its beioee, martyrs too. 
Ehmbtleaa they were very splendid. 

But they're not for me and yoa. 

There were Greeks who fot^ht and perished. 
Won from Persians deathless graves. 

Had tve lived then, we're aware that 
We'd have been those same Oreeks' slaves I 

Then a Soman came who loved us ; 

Geesar raive men tongues and swords. 
Crying ''Liberty," they fought him, 

Caki and his wild-beast lords. 

When he'd give a broader franchise. 
Lift the mangled nations bowed, 

Crying " Liberty I" they killed him, 
Brutufl and his cut-throat crowd. 
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We have read what history telle na, 

O the tmthful meiiii.i^ oliugs I 
Tacitus, the chartered har, 

Oloatiog over poisoned kings I 

" Liberty 1" The stale cry echoes 
Fast smug homesteads, tinsel thrones. 

Over Btnokmg fields and hovels. 
Murdered peasants' bleaching bones. 

That's the cry that mocked us madly. 

Toiling in our living graves, 
When h^-mines sent up the chorus ; 

" Britons never shall be slaves I '' 

" Liherty 1" We care not for it I 
What we care for's food, clothes, homes, 

For our dear ones toiling, waiting 
For the time that never comes I 



IN THE EDGWARE KOAD. 



Will you not buy ? She asks you, my lord, you 
Who know the points desir&hle in such. 

She does not say that she is perfect. True, 
She's not too pleasant to the sight or touch. 

But then — neither are you I 

Her cheeks are rather fallen in 1 a mist 
Glazes her eyes, for all their tumgrv glare. 

Her hps do not breathe balmy vrhen they're kissed. 
And yet she's not more loathsome than, I swear. 

Your grandmother at whist. 
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Fiiet a young lover bad her ; then she came 

Ftom one mac's to another's anne, with haste. 
Yoor mother did the same. 

Moreover, aince she's married, once or twice 
She's sold herself for certain things at night. 

To sell one's hody for the highest pnce 
Of social ease and power, all girls think right. 

Yonr sistet did it thrice. 

What, you'll not buy ? You'll curse at her instead ? — 
Her children Eire alone, at home, quite near. 

These winter streets, so gay at nights, 'tis said, 
Have 'ticed the wanton out. She could not hear 

Her children cry for bread I 



TO THE GIRLS OF THE UNIONS. 



Girls, we love you, andlovi 
Asks you to give again 



Give U8 weariless faith 

In our Cause pure, passionate, 
Dearer than life and death, 

Dear as the love that's it I 

Give to the man who turns 
Traitrous hands or forlorn 

Back from the plough that bums, 
Give him pitiless scorn ! 
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34 Songs of the Army of the Night, 



" Why M it we toil so ? 

WJtere go all the gairts ? 
What do WB produce for it, 

All oar pangs and pain* ^ " 

Why it is we toil BO, 

la because, like sheep, 
Since our fathers sought the shears, 

We the same course keep. 

Where go all the gaius ? Well, 

It mast be coofessed, 
First the landlords take their whack, 

And the Masters grab the rest. 

What do we produce for it ? 

Gtentlemen I — and then 
Itaitation snobs who'd be 

Like the gentlemen I 

" Wliat, it it for luch at these 

That B'« eufftr iJtut / 
Fuddle-hrained and viciov* fooU, 

Vertnin tii 



" What, it that why on the top 

Creeps that Royal Louse, 
The prince of bruiiert and cigart. 

Of ballet-girls and grouse f " 

Yes, that's why, my Christian friends. 
They slave and slai^ter us. 

England is made a dungtiill that 
Some bugs may breed and buzz. 
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A VISITOR IN THE CAMP. 
To Maby Robinson.* 

" What, are you lott, yon prelty Utile laily ? 

This is no place for such sweet things at yoii. 
Our bodieii rank with sweat, vnll vtaie you »icken. 

And, you'll obaerve, oar lives are rank lives too." 

" Oh no, I am not lost I Oh no, I've come here 
(And I have brou^t my lute, see, in my hand) 

To see you, and to aing of all yon auSer 
To the great World, and make it understand I " 

" Welt, say I If one of those who'd robbed you 
thousand*. 

Dropped you a tixpenee in the gutter where 
You lay and rotted, would you call her angel. 

For all her charming smile and dainty air .' " 

'' Oh no, I come not thus 1 Oh no, I've come here 
With heart indignant, pity like a flame. 

To try and help you 1 " — " Pretty little lady. 
It will be best you go back iclieiice you came. 

" ' EnthusiasTus ' we have tueh little time for t 
In our rude camp we drill the whole day long, 

When we return from out the serried Battle, 
Come, and we'll Uiten to your pretty song I '' 

• In The Niw Ariadia Miss Robinson devoted to the 
Cause of labour a dilettante lictle book tbat had not 
even one note of the true, the sweet and lovely poetry of 
her deeper impulses. There is the amateur, and the 
female amateur, no less in perception and emoiion than 
Id the technii:^ aspects of our art, and we want no more 
flimsy " sympathetic " rigmaroles, like " The Cry of the 
Children," or " A Song for the Ragged Schools of 
London," from those who, in the portraiture of the divine 
simple woman's sonl within them, can give us poetry, 
genuine and complete. 
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"LORD LKITRIM." 

Brute beast, at last yoa have it ! Now we know 
Truth's not a phrase, jastice an idle show. 
Youi life ran red with murder, green with Inst. 
Blood has washed blood clean, and in the final dnst 
Your canioo will be purified. Yet, see. 
Though yonr body |)eriBh, for yonr soul shall be 
An immortality of mfamy I 



" ANAKCHISM." 

'Tis not when I am here. 

In these homeless homes, 
Where sin and shame and disease 

And foul death comes ; 

'Tia not when heart and btain 

Would be still and toreet 
Men and women and chudren 

Dr^^od down to the pit : 

But when I hear them declahning 
Of " liberty," " order," and " law," 

The husk-hearted Oentlemen 
And the mud-hearted Bonrgeois, 

That a sombre hateful desire 
Bums np slow in my breast 

To wreck the great guilty Temple, 
And give as re at I 
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Songs of the Army of ike Night. 37 
BELGBAVIA BY NIGHT. 



" The foxes have holes, 

And the birds of the ait have neats, 

But where shall the heads of the aons of u 

Be laid, be laid ? " 

" Where the cold corpse resta. 

Where the HgMleis moles 

Burrow and yet cannot make it afraid, 

Kout bat cannot wake it again, 

There thall the head* of the sons of men 

Be Und, laid I " 



Where is poor Jesus gone ? 

He sits with Dives now. 
And bis dogs flesh theii teeth 

On Lazarus below. 

Where is poor Jesus gone ? 

He is with Magdalen, 
He doles her piece by piece, 

Her pittance of shame I 

Where is poor Jesus gone ? 

The good Samaritan, 
What does he there alone ? 

He stabs the wounded man I 

Where is poor Jesus gone, 
Th<! lamb they sacrificed 1 — 

They've made God of his carrion 
And labelled it " Christ 1 '' 
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TO THE " CHEISTIANS." 

Take, then, yoni paltry CbriBt, 

Your gentleman Qoa. 
We want the carpenter' b sou, 

With bia saw and hod. 

We want the man who loved 
The poor and the oppressed. 

Who hated the Rich man and King 
And the Scribe and the Priest. 

We want the Galilean 
Who knew cross and rod. 

It's yonr " good taste " that prefers 
AWtard "God! " 



Who is it speaks of defeat ? — 
I tell yon a Cause like ours 

Is greater than defeat can know ; 
U is the power of powers I 

As sorely as the earth rolls round, 

As sorely as the glorious sun 
Follows the great world moon-wave. 
Must oar Cause be won I 

What is defeat to us ?— 
Learn what a skirmish tells, 
. While the great Army marches on 
To storm earth's Hells I 
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TO JOHN RUSKIN. 
(After reading hit " Modern PtUnlerB.") 



To jeer the false, deny the true 
In as, blind -straggling low, 

While, on jonr pleasant place aloft 
With flowers and clouds and streams, 

At oar black swetit find toil yon scoffed 
That marred your idle dreams. 

" Oh, freedom, what wag that to ««," 
(Yon'd shoat down to as there), 

"Except the freedom foul, tncioui. 
From all of good and fair .• 

" Otedience, faith, truth, chivalnj, 
To 111 were empty namet.' — 

The like to yoa, (might we reply) 
Whose noiey life proclaims 

Pceanrnption, want of human love. 

Impatience, filthy breath,'* 
The snob in soul who looks above. 

Trampling on what's beneath. 

When did you strive, in nobler part, 

WitJi love and gentleness, 
To help one soul, to win one heart 

To joy and hope and peace ? 

Oo to, vain prophet, without faith 

In God who maketh new, 
With hankerings for this putrid duath, 

This flesh -feast of the tew. 
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This social atmotare of red mud, 

This edifice of alime, 
WhoBe bricks Eire bones, whose mortar's blood, 

Whose pinnacle is Crime t — 

Go to, tor we who strain oar power 

For light and warmth and scope, 
Fot wives', for children's happier boor, 

Can teach you faith and hope. 

Hatk to the shout ot those who cleared 

The Missionary Ridge 1 
Look CD those dead who never feared 

The battle's bloody bridge ] 

Watch the stem swarm at that last breach 
March up that came not thence — 

And learn i>emocracy can teach 
Divine obedience.* 

Pass through that South at last bronght low 

Where loyal freemen live, 
And learn Democracy knows how 

To utterly forgive. 

Come then, and take this free-given bread 

Of us who've scarce enoi^li ; 
Hush your proud lips, bow down your head 

And worship human love I 

* The allack on Missionary Ridge is an example of Ihe 
brilliant initiative, as the holdini; of the Bloody Angle In 
the Wilderness is of the dauntless resolution, of tbearmy 
of the Democracy of the United States, while the last 
attaekii on Richmond were the Anal exploit of the con- 
qnetor of two combatants, of whom it is enough to say 
that they were worthy of one another. 
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TO THE EMPEROR WILLIAM I. 

Yon are at least » Mao, of men a King. 
' You have a heart, and with that heart yon lore. 

The race you come from is not ^ndrsred of 
The filthy sty whose latest litter cling 
Round England's flesh-pots, gorged hogs gluttoning. 

No, bnt on flaming battlefields, in courts 

Of honour and of danger old resorta, 
The name of U!d1i en -Zollem clear doth ring. 
O Father William, you, not falsely weak, 

Who never spared the rod to spoil the child, 
Onr mighty Germany, we only speak 

To bless you with a blessing sweet and mild. 
Ere that near heaven your weary footsteps seek 

Where love with liberty is reconciled. 



SONG OF THE DISPOSSESSED. 



" Be with us by day, by night, 

O lover, O fnend ; 
Hold before us thy light 

Unto the end I 

" See, all these children of onra 

Starved and ill-clad, 
^peakto thy heart's lily-flowers. 

And make them glad I 

" Our wives and daughters are here, 
Knowing wrong and shame's touch ; 

Bid them be of good cheer 
Who have loved much. 

" And we, we are robbed and oppressed. 

Even as thine were. 
Tell us of comfort and rest. 

Banish despair 1 
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" Be with ae by day, bi/ night, 

lover, friend; 
Hold before ui thy Ught 

Onto the end !'' 



Yee, let Art ^o, if it muat be 
liiat with it men must starve^ 

It Music, PaiutiDg, Poett^ 
Spring from the wasted hearth. 

Plnck out the flower, however fair, 

Whose beauty cannot bloom 
(However sweet it be, or rare) 

Save from a noisesome tomb. 
These social manners, charm and ease 

Are hideoQB to who knows 
The degradation, the disease 

From which their beauty flows. 
80, Poet, must thy singing be ; 

O Painter, so thy scene ; 
Mosician, so thy melody. 

While misery is queen, 
ffojr, brother*, ting u« battle-$onyi 

With clear and ringing ryme; 
Nov, show the world iti hateful wrongs. 

And bring the better time I 

THE PEASANTS' REVOLT.* 

Thro' the mists of years. 
Thro' the lies of men. 
Your bloody sweat and tears. 
Your desperate hopes and feats 
Beach ns once again, 
* Something like an aaequate account of this great 
rivalvtion nmitqaii which in England and 1381 went oear 
to anticipaticg France and 1793 has at last found its 
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Btothem, who long Ago, 

For tife'e bitter sake 
Toiled and suffered fm>, 

Robbery, inanit, Mow, 
Bope and Bwocd and stake : 
Toiled and suffered, till 

It burst, the brightening hope, 
" Might and right " " and will and skill," 
That scorned and does, and will. 

Sword and stake and rope I 
Wat and Jack and John, 
Tyler, Straw and Ball, 
Souls that faltered not, 
Hearts like white iron hot. 
Still we hear your call I 
Yea, your " beU is mug," 

Yes, tor "now is time I" 
Come hitlier every one. 
Brave ghosts wlione day's not done. 

Avengers ot old Crime, — 
Come and lead the way. 

Hushed implacable, 
Suffering no delay, 
Forgetting not that day 
Dreadfnl, hateful, fell. 
When the liar King, 

The liar Oentlemen, 
Wrought that foulest thing, 
Bobbing, murdering, 
Men who trusted thern 1* 
place in the hislocians pages, aod Longiand the poet. 
Ball the preacher, and Tyler the man of acdon, who first 
raised for us the democratic demand, can be seen some- 
what as they were. This, and more, ws owe to John 
Richard Green, An accouot of the Revolt will be found 
in section 4 of chapter 5 of his " Short History of the 
English People." The phrases in verses 3 and 5 were 
catchwords among the revolters 

* After dismissing the peasants with the focmatly 
written acknowledgment of their freedom and rights, 
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Cwae aad lead the way. 

Hushed impUcable. 
What ehall stop us, aay. 
On that day, our day ?— 

Not unloosened Iiell I 



" ANALOGY." 

(To .) 

Had you lived when a tyrant King 

Strove to make all the slaves of one, 
With Nobles and with Churchmen you 
Had stood unflinching, pure and true. 
To aonihilate that hateful thing 

Oieen KTumymode beat out A 3cAai ? 

Had you hved when a wanton crew, 
Flash scoundrels of a day outdone. 
Trod down the toilers birth derides. 
With Cromwell and his Ironsides 
The brave days had discovered you 
Where Noseby saw the Gallants run ? 

And yet yon, — this same kniKht in list 

For Freedom in her narrow dawn 

A^n«t that One, against those few. 

Vile King, vile Nobles — you, yet you 

Stand by the bloody Capitalist, 

Fight with the pander Geatletnan ! 



IN THAPALGAE SQUARE. 

The stars shone faint through the smoky blue 

The church-bells were ringing ; 
Three girls, arms laced, were passing through, 

Tramping and singing. 
Richard II., with an army of 40,000 followers, a\ 
hims^and bis lords by ruthlessand prolonged 
over the whole country. 
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Their heads were bare : their short skirts swinig 

Ab they went along ; 
Their scarf-covered breasts heaved ap as they simg 

Their defiant SoDg. 

It was not too clean, their feminine lay, 

But it thrilled me quite 
With its challenge to taskmaster villainons day 

And infamons night, 

Withita threat to the robber Rich, the Proud, 

The respectable Free. 
And I lauded and shouted to them aloud, 

And they shouted to me 1 

" Girls, that's the thout, the shout vie shall utter 

When, with rifles a/nd spades. 
We sbmd, with Iht old Bed flag aflutter. 

On ihs barricades I 



A STREET FIGHT. 

(To .♦) 

Sir, we approve your curling lip and nose 

At this vile sight. 
These men, these women are "bmte beasts?" — Who 

Sir, but that yon are right ? 

Panders and harlots, rogues and thieves and worse. 

We are a crew 
Whose pitiful plunder's honoured in the purse 

Of Gentlemen (like you) 



How wt mii»i love you who have made it 
You may perhaps Divine I 
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Ate there no maRters of slaTeB, 

Jeering, cynical, strong — 

Are there no hrigfinda (say). 

With the words of Christ on their lips, 

And the daggers nndec their otoaks — 

Is tliere not one ctf these 

That vou can steal on and kill ? 

O as tne Swiss mountaineer 

Dogged on the perilous heights 

His disciplined couquerot foes : * 

Caught np one in his arms 

And, laughing exultantly, 

Hunged with him to the abysa : 

So let it be with yon I 

Aa eye for an eye, and a tooth 

For a tooth, and a life for a life I 

T«I1 it, this hateful strong 

Contemptuous, hypocrite World, 

Tell it that, if we must live 

As doge and as wors^ than dogs, 

At lefwt we can die like men I 

Tell it there is a woe 

Not for the conqnered alone I \ 

An eye for an eye, and a tootk 

Fora tooth, and a life far a life. 



DUBLIN AT DAWN. 

In the chill grey summer dawn-ligbt 

We P&B6 through the empty streets ; 
The rattling wheels are all sHent ; 
No friend his fellow greets. 

• The French. 

4 '■ Vttvictis I" woe to the conquered — themottoof the 
Gauls In Rome as of the modern Civililation of Land and 
Capital. 
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Here and there, at the camera, 
A man in a great-coat stands ; 
' A bayonet hangs by his aide, and 
A* rifie is in his hande. 

This is a conquered city ; 

It apeaka of war not peace ; 
And that's one of the English aoldiers 

The Englisli call " police." 

Yon see, at the present moment 

That noble country of mine 
Is boiling with Ludignation 

At the memory of a " crime." 

In a. patb of the Phoenix Park where 

The children romped and ran, 
An Irish Rnffian met bis doom. 

And an English Gentleman. 

For a hundred and over a hundred 

Years on the country aide 
Men and women and children 

Have slaved and atacved and died. 



That those who alaved and starved them 
Might ^end tbeir earnings then, 

And the Irish BafQans have a " good time,'' 
And the English Gentlemen. 

For a hnndred and over a, hundred 

Years, that Christian land 
Has read its Bible and looked at all this, 

And lifted nor foot nor hand. 

Bnt still at the present moment 

This noble country of mine 
Ib boiling with indignation 

At the memory of this " crime." 
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For the Irish KufEanB (the; tell me) 
And it looks as if 'twere true, 

And the English Gentlemen ese so scarce, 
Wo mast wildly avenge these two, 

In the chill grey aninmet dawn-light 
We paBa through the emptj streets ; 

The rattling wheels are all sdent ; 
No friend his fellow greets. 

Here and there at the comers, 
A m&B in a great-coat stMids : 

A baj^onet han^ hy his side, and 
A rifle is in his hands. 

This is a conquered city t 

It speaks of war not peace : 
And that's one of the English soldiers 

The English call " pohce." 



THE CAGED EAGLE. 

I . . I went the other day 
To see the birde and beasts they keep enmewed 
In the London Zoo. One of the first I saw — 
One of the first I noticed, was an Eagle, 
Ragged, befouled, within his iron ba,rB 
He sat without a movement or a sonnd, 
And, when I stood and pitying looked at him, 
I saw his great sH,d eyes that winklcBs gazed 
Out to the horizon sky. I passed from there. 
And walked about the gardens hither and thither, 
Till all the afternoon was spent. Betoming thOD 
To seek my home, again by chance I passed 
The Eagle's cage, and stood again and looked. 
And saw his great sad eyes that winkless gazed . 
Ont to the horizon sly. So I went home . . . 
The Eagle u Ireland. 
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"IRELAND." 

O we have loved you through cold and rain 

And pitiless frost, 
Consuming onr offering of blood and brain 
Gladly again and again and again, 

Though it all seemed lost, 
Ireland, Ireland 1 

O we will fight, figiit on for you till 

Your anguish is past, 
The wronged ones righted, the tyrants still. — 
Thoogh God has not Haved you, yet we will, 

At the last, at the la^t, 
Ireland, Ireland ! 

O we will love you in warmth and light 

And the happy day, 
When you have forgotten the terrible night. 
Standing proud and beautiful bright 

For ever and aye, 

Ireland, Irelaud 1 



TO CHARLES PARNELL. 

One thing we praiee you for that is past praise — 
The dauntless eyes that faced the rain and night. 
The hand that never wearied iu the tight, 

Till, through the dark's despair, the dawn's delays. 

It rose, that vision of forgotten days, 
Ireland, a Nation in her right and might, 
As fearless of the lightuiug as the Light,— 

Freedom, the noon-tide sun that shines and stays 1 

O brave, O pure, hater of the wrong, 

(The wrong that is as one with England's name. 
Tyranny with cant of liberty, and shame 

With boast of righteonsness), to yon belong 
Trust for the nate that bhads our foes lUce flame, 

Love for the hope that makes oar hearts so strong I 
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AN "ASSASSIN." 

...They canght him at the hend. He and hia son 

Sat in the oai, revolvers in their laps. 

From either side tlie stoue- walled wintry road 

There flashed thin flre-Htreaks in the ramy dusk. 

The lather Hwayed and fell, shot through the chest. 

The son was up, but one more flre-strea^ leaped 

Close from the pitch-black of a thick-set bush 

Not five yards farther and lit all the face 

Of him whose sweetheart walked the Duhliu streets 

For Inst of him who gave one yell and fell 

Flat on the Htouy roa<1 a sweltering corae. 

Then they came out, the men who did this thing, 

And looked upon tljeir hatred's retribution. 

While heedleHKly the rattling car fled on. 

Grey-haired old Wolf, your letch for peasants' blood, 

For peasants' sweat turned gold and suver and bronze. 

Is done forever, for ever and ever is done I 

foul yonng fox, no more young giria' fresh lips 
Shall bruise and bleed to cool yo'ir lecher's lust. 
Slowly from out the great high -terraced clouds 
The round moon sailed. The dead were left alone. 

1 talked with uae of those who did this thing, 

A coughing half-starved lad, mere skin and hone. 
I said : " They found upon those dead men gold. 
Why did you not take it?" Then with proud-raised 

He looked at me and said : " 8orr we're not thavei !'' 

Brother, from up ike maimed andmangled earth. 
Strewn with otirfiesh and bones, wet with our blood. 
Let that great Word go up toiinjust heaven 
And gmdfe the cheek of tlie Devil they've called" Ood ! " 
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Daehed the Pyramids, the Eecnrial, 
Borne and your own grey Kremlin. 
That was tlie great sea-wave 
Of a nation that diishelieved 
Of a nation that had not faith 1 
What shall the aea-wave be, 
(If thin race of eierval belief, 
tkil tMtioa of patsionafe faUk. 



PEEE-LA-CHAISE* 



I stood in Pe re-la -Cliaise, The putrid City, 

Parie, the harlot of the nations lay, 
Tlie bag-bright thing that knows not love not pity, 

Flashily her bare ghame to the summer's day. 

Here where I stand they slew you, brothers, whom 
Hell'a wrongs unutterable had made as mad. 

The rifie shots re-echoed in his tomb, 
The gilded scoundrel's who had been so glad. 

Oh Momy, O blood-sucker of thy race — 
O brain, O hand that wrought out empire that 

The lust iu one for power, for tinsel place. 
Might rest ; onelecher'shungry heart grow fat — 

Is it for nothing now and evermore, 

O you whose sin in life had death in ease, 

The murder of your victims beats the door 
Wherein your careloas carrion lies at peace ? 

" In Pi re-Is- Chaise, the famous Parisian cemetery 
the Communists made a desperate stand, but were over- 
come and the captured ones shot. And Momy's vaulted 
tomb was close at hand, and Balsac smiled his animal 
cynicism from his bust, Victims, Murderer, and com- 
menting Chorus, all were there. 
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Songs of the Army of the Night. 
AUX TERNES* 



She. — " Up and down, up and t 

From early eve to early 

Life i» quicker in the total 

Wlien you've leieure an 

" Down and up, down atii 
O utill no one atop and 

I am fain to eat and tup. 
All my limbt are heavy 

" What'a 1111/ price, airs ? 

// with ine you wish to 
"Tie five f ranee, «>*. Sw 

Will adiitil that that it 

He. — " Cltrist if you are not st 

Stooe deaf also, you kn 

Christiau towns leave far 

SodoQi aud those otiiet 

" Bid your fatlier strike t 
Wipe it utterly awayl 

Weary, liungty, up and d 
Frou) early eve to earl; 

" Magdalen knew nouglit 
She had food and roof i 

Seven devils, boo, did she 
Tills poor soul had but 

Thb Other. — " No, Christ is not deaf no 

He's hut dual in Syrian 

And hie Father has declu 

To a jiarion' a phraae, a 



' A pari of Paris, 
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" Not by tuch, then, but by u» 

Theiehell-uirong»muat beredreaaed. 

Take this morsel venomojia ; 
Nourish it within your breast, 

" You mu«t live on, Uve and hate ; 

Conquer mrath, despair and pain ; 
Eor ' we bid you hope ' and wait 

TiU tlte Bed Flag flies again .- 

" Till once more the People rite. 
Once more, once and only once, 

Blood-red hands and blazing eyes 
Of the robbed a/nd murdered ones I " 



"THE TRUTH." 

Come then, let ub at least know what's the truth. 

Let ns not blink our eyes aud aay 
We did not understand ; old age or youth 

Benumbed oar sense or stole our sight away. 

It is a lie — just that, a lie — to declare 

That W^es are the worth of Work. 
No ; tliey are what tlie Employer wills to spare 

To let the Employee sheer starvatiDn shirk. 

They're the life-pittance Competition leaves. 
The least for which brother'll slay brother. 

He who the finits of tliis bell-strife receives, 
He is a thief, an asaassiu, and none other 

It is a lie — Just that, a lie — to declare 
That Bent's the interest on jnot gains. 

Bent's the thumb-screw that makes the workershare 
With him who worked not the produce of bis pains. 
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Rent's the wise tax the hiunan tape-worm kn 
The fat he takes ; the life-lean leaves. 

Th6 holy Landlord is, as we auppoae, 

Just this— the model of assassin -tliieveB I 



What ia the tiick the Rich-mau, then, contriyes. 

How play my lords their brilliant roles ? — 
They live on the plunder of ov/r toiling Uvea, 

The degradation of our bodieg and sovla f 



Crnel City, London, London, 

Where, dnped slaves oC devils' creeds. 
Men and women desperate, undone. 

Dream snch dreams, and do such deeds. 

London, London, cruel city. 
By day serpent, by night vampire, 

Godj in thy great pity pilj. 
Give us light — though it he fire I 



POST-MORTEM. 

Bury me with clenched hands 

And eyes open wide, 
For in storm and strngglel lived, 

And in struggte'and storm I died. 
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TO THE SONS OF LABOUR. 

Grave this deep in yooi hearts, 

Forget not the tale of tiie past [ 

Never, never beheve 

That any nill help you, or can, 

Saving only yourBelves ! 

What have the Gentlemen done, 

Peerless haters of wrong, 

Byrons and Shelleya, what ? 

They stand great tamoUB names, 

Demi-gods to their own. 

Shadows far off, alien 

To OS and ours for ever. 

Those who love them and hate 

The crime, the injustice they hated. 

What can they do but shout. 

Win a name from our woes, 

And leave us just as we were ? 

No, but resolutely turned, 

Our wants, our desires made clear. 

And clear the means that shall win them, 

Drill and drill and driU 1 

Then when the day is come, 

When the royal battleflag's up. 

When blood has been spilled in vain 

In timid half-hearted war. 

Then let the Cromwell rise, 

The simple, the true-souled Man ; 

Then let Grant come forth, 

The calm, the determined Comrade, 

But deep in their hearts one hate, 

Deep in their souls one thought. 

To bring the Iniquity low, 

To make the People free I 

Ah, for such as these. 

We with the same heart-hate. 

We with the same soul -thonght. 

Will fall to our destined places 
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In the ranks of the great New Model,^ 
In the Array that sees ahead 
Maraton, Naaeby, Whitehall, 
The WildemesB, Petersburg — yes. 
But beyond the blood and the smoke, 
Beyond the struggle and death, 
The Union Tiotonous safe. 
The Commonwealth glorious free I 



TO AN ABTIST. 

Yon tell me these great lords have raised up Art f 

I say they have degraded it. Look you, 

When ever did they let the Poet sing. 

The Painter paint, the Sculptor hew and cast. 

The Music raise her heavenly voice, except 

To praise them and their wretched rule o'er men ? 

Behold our English poeta that were poor 

Since these great lordn were rich and held tha 

Behold the glories of the German land. 

Poets, Muaicians, driven, like them, to death 

Unless they'd tnne their spirits' harps to play 

Drawing-room pieces for the chattering fools 

Who aped the taete for Art or for a leer. 

I say, no Art was ever noble yet. 

Noble and high, the speech of godlike men. 

When fetters bound it, be they gold or flowers. 

All that is noblest, highest, greatest, best, 

Comea from the Galilean peasant's h ut, comes from 

The Stratfordvillage, the Ayrshire plongb, the shop 

• The New Mode] is the name by which is known that 
reoi^anization of the Roundhead Army, without which 
Cromwell saw that the Cavaliers could not be conquered. 
No one was permitted in its ranks who did not thoroughly 
believe in the Cause for which it fought. 
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That gave ua Chancer, the humble Milton's 
Bach's, Mozart's, great Beethoven's — And these 

are they 
Who knew the people, being what they knew I 
Wherefore, if in (he future years no strain, 
No picture of earth's glory like to what 
Your Artists raised for that small cUque or this 
Of supercilious imbecilities— 
if no better demi-gods of Art 
Can rise save those whose barbarous tinsel yet 
Makes hideous all the beaaty of old homes — 
Then let us seek the comforts of despair 
In democratic efforts dead and gone ; 
Weep with Phejdeian Athens, sigh an hoar 
With Baffaelle's Florence, beat the head and 

breast 
O'er Shakespeare's England that from Milton's 

In lips the name that leaped from lead and flame 
From ont her heart against the Spanish guns I 



"ONE AMONG SO MANY." 

... In a dark street she met and spoke to me, 
Importtming, one wet and mild March night. 
We walked and talked together. O her tale 
Was very common ; thousands know it all I 
' Seduced ' ; a gentleman ; a baby coming ; 
Parentsthat railed; London; the child twm dead ; 
A seamstress then, one of some fifty girls 
" Taken on " a few months at a dressmaker's 
In the crush of the "season" at ten shillings i 

The fashionable people's dresses done, 
And they flown off, these fifty extra girls 
Sent — to the streets; that is, to work that gives 
Scarcely enough to buy the decent clothes 
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IteBpeotable employers all demand 
Or speak diHrniseal. Well, well, well, wo know I 
And she — " Why, I have gone on down and down, 
And there'i the gutter, look, that I tkall die in / " 
" My deal," I say, " whore bopo of all but thai 
Is gone, 'tis time, I think, lifff were gone too." 
She looks at me. " That I thould kill myself f 
"That you should kill yourself-"—" Thai would bt 

And Ood would puniah me ! '' — '■ And will not God 

Panish for this ? " She pauses ; then whispers : 

" No, no. He will forgive vie, for He knows I '" 

I laugh(H] aloud : " And you," she said, " and you. 

Who are so good, so noble" . . "Noble? Good? " 

I laughed aloud, the great sob in my throat. 

O my poor Darling, O my little lost Sheep 

Of this vast flock that perishes alone 

Out in the pitiless desertl — Yet she'd speak : 

She'd ask me : she'd entreat : she'd demouBtrate. 

O I must not say that I I must believe ! 

Who made the sea, the leaves so green, the sky 

So big and blue and pure above it all ? 

O my poor Darling, O ray little lost Sheep, 

Entreat no more and demonstrate no more ; 

For I believe there is a God, a God 

Not in the heaven, the earth, or the waters; no. 

But in the heart of Man, on the dear lips 

Of angel women, of heroic men ! 

hopeless Wanderer that would not stay, 

{" It is too late. I cannot rise again I ") 

O Saint of faith in love behind the veils, 

(" You must believe in Ood,for you are good I ") 

Sister who made holy with yonr Has, 

Tour kiss in that wet dark mild night of Uarch 

There in the hideous infamous London streets 

My cheek, and made my soul a sacred place, 

O my poor Darling, O my little lost Sheep 1 
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THE NEW LOOKSLEY HALL. 



Comrade, yet a little further I would go before tha 

Closes rouud and chills in darkneBB all the glorious 

sunset light — 
Yet a little, by the cliff there, till the stately home 

I see 
Of the man who once was with us, comrade once 

with you aud me 1 
Nay, but leave me, pass alone there ; stay awhile 

and gaze again 
On the various- jewelled waters and the dreamy 

southern main. 
For the evening breeze is sighing in the quiet of tha 

hills 
Moving down in cliS and terrace to the singing sweet 

sea-rills, 
White tlie river, silent-stealing, thro' the copse and 

thro' the lea 
Winds her waveless way eternal to the welcome of 

the sea. 

Yea, within that green-clad homestead, gardened 

grounds and velvet ease 
Of a home where culture reigneth and the chambers 

whisper peace. 
Is the Man, Uie Seer and Singer, who (ah, years and 

years away !) 
Lifted up a face of gladness at the breaking of tha ' 

— For the noontide's desperate ardours that had seen 

the Bom an town 
Wrap the boy Keats, "by the hungry generations 

trodden down," 
In his death-shroud with the ashes of thefairy Child 

of Storm, 
FIntleiing skylark in the breakers, cai^t and emo- 

theied by the foam, 
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Aud bad closed those eyes heroic, weaiy forthe final 
peace, 

Byron maimed and maddened, strangled in the an- 
guish that was Greece— 

For this noontide passed to darkness, brooding 
doubt and wild dismay. 

Where the silly sparrows chirruped and the eagles 
swooped away. 

Till once more the trampled Peoples and the mur- 
dered soul of Man 

Raised a haggard face half- wondering where the 
new-bornDay began, 

Where the sign of Faith's reaewal, Faith's and 
Hope's, and Love's, outgrew 

In the golden snn arising ; and we hailed it, we and 

O you hailed it, and your heart beat, and your pretty 

In the fathomless vibration of our lapturoas amaze, 

Died for ever on your harpstrings, and yon rose and 
struck a chord 

High, full, clear, heroic, godlike, " for tbe glory of 
the Lord I " 

Noble words you spoke ; we listened ; and we 
dreamed the day had come 

When the faith of God and Christ should sound one 
cry with Man's freedom — 

When the men who stood beside ns, eager with hell's 
troops to cope, 

Radiant, thrilled exultant, proud, with the magni- 
ficence of hope ! 

"Fra^wardl forward 1" ran onr watchword. "For- 
ward I forward ! " by our side 

Yon gave back tbe glorious summons. Would that 
day that you had died 1 

Better lying fallen, death-strack, breathless, bleed- 
ing, on your face. 

With you bright sword pointiug onward, dying 
happy in your place ! 
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Better to have pcissed in spirit from the battle-storm'8 

eclipse 
With the ^eat Cause in your hetirt and with the 

war-shout on your lips I 
Better to have fallen charging, having known the 

nobler time, 
In the tiery cheer and impulse of our Berried battle- 

lioe- 
Than to stand and watch your comrades, in the hail 

of fire and lead, 
Up the slopes and thro' the Hmoke-cloude, thro' the 

dying and the dead, 
Till the sun strikes through a moment, to our one 

victorious shout, 
On onr bayonets bristling brightly as we carry the 

redoubt ! 
half-hearted, puaillanimoua, faltering heart and 

fuddled brain 
That remembered Egypt's flesh-pots, and turned back 

and dreamed again — 
Left the plain of blood and battle for the quiet of 

the hills, 



There you sat and sang of Egypt, of its sober solid 

graves, 
(Pyramids, you call them, Sphinxes), mortared with 

the blood of slaves, 
Houses, streets and stately palaces, the mart, the 

regal atew 
Where freedom "broadens down" so slow it stops 

with lords and you 1 
O yon mocked at our confusion, you told us of our 

Us ungentle, nob like warriors of the sweet idyllic 

tinies. 
Flowers of eunuch -hearted kings and courts where 

pretty poet knights 
Tilted gaily, or slew stake-armed peasants, hnndieds, 

in the fights ? 
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^n drew the hideous picture of our bravent onff out 

best, 
PKUent martyrs, desperate xwordamen, for the CanA 

that ^ves not rest — 
Men of science, " vivisectors I" democrats, the " toni 

of beaats " — 
Wrttera. essayists and poets, " Belial's prophets, 

Moloch's priests !" 
CoWard, you have made the great refusal J you bavtt 

won the gilded praise 
, Of the wringers of his heart' s-blood from the peasant's 

HTinless days, 
OfthelordandtheLand-owner, of theHich-man who 

has boond 
Labour on the wlieel to break him, strew his rent 

limbs on the ground, 
With a vnlture eye i^lare on brothers, sisters that he 

had, 
Crying " Troops and guns to shoot them, if the hunger 

drive them mad I'' 
Coward, faitiiless, unbelieving, that had courage bnt 

to take 
What of pleaHnre aud of beanty men have won for 

manhood's sake. 
Blustering long and loudest at the hideonsnens and 

These you praise have broi^ht upon us ; blustering 

long and lond again 
At our agony and anguish in this desperate fight of 



O begone, then, from among ns ! Echo not, however 

Our great watch-word, our great war-shout, sweet and 

sickly poet saint ! 
Sit there dreaming in your gardens, looking out upon 

the sea. 
Till the night-time closes round yon and the wind is 
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Enter then TCitbin yooi chambers in the rich and 

' quiet light ; 
Never thick of us who stru^le in the tempest and 

the night. 
Soothe yonr fancy with yontTisiona; bend a. graoions 

To the praise youx guests are mumoring in the tone 

you love to hear. 
Honoured of your Queen, and honoured of the gentlest 

and the oeet, 
Lord and commoner and rich'man, smirking tenant) 

ahopman, priest. 
All distingui^ied and respectable, the seamy sons of 

Ught, 
what, O what are these who call you coward in the 

night ? 
Ay , what lire we who sbmggled for the canae of Science, 

Darwin, Huxley, Spencer, Haekel, marshalliiig our 



leading o: . 
Marching gladly with onr captains, Benan, Arnold, 

Emerson ? 
We, we are not tinkers, tinkers of the kettle cracked 

and broke, 
Tailors squatted cross-le^ed, patching at the greasy 

worn -oat cloak t 
We are those that faced mad Fortune, cried : " The 

Truth and only she 1 
Onward, upward 1 If we perish, we at least will 

perish free 1'' 
We have lost our sonls to win them, in the house and 

in the street 
Falling stabbed and poisoned, making a victory of 

defeat. 
Wehave lost life 'shappy present, we havex>aiddeath'9 

heavy debt. 
We have woD,have won the Future, and its sons shall 

not forget I 
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Enter, then, within your chamber in the rich and ' 

quiet light : 
Never think of us who struggle in the tempest and 

the night ; 
Spi-ead your nostrils to the incense, hearken to the 

mnimnred hymn 
Of the praising people, rising from the temple fair 

and dim. 
Ah, but we here in the tempest, we here struggling 

in the night, 
See the worshippers oat-stealing; see the temple 

emptying quite ; 
See the godhead turning ghostlike ; see the pride of 

name and fame 
Paling slowly, sad and sickly, with forgetfulness and 

shame! . . . - 
Darker, darker grows the night now, louder, louder 

howls the wind ; 
F can hear the dash of breakers and the deep sea 

moves behind, 
I can see the Foam-capped phahmx rushing on the 

crumbling shore. 
Slowly bat surely shattering its rampart evermore. 
Hark I my comrade's voice is calling, and his soli- 
tary cry 
On the great dark swift air-currents like Fate'a sum- 
mons sweepeth by. 

Farewell, then, whom once I loved so, whom a boy 

I thrilled to hear 
Urging courage and reliance, loathing acquiescent 

I must leave you ; I must wander to a strange and 

distanli land. 
Facing all that Fate shall i;ive me with her hard 

unequal hand — 
I once more anew must face them, toil and trouble 

and disease, 
But these a man may face and conquer, for there 

waits bi"i death and peace 
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And the freedom from diahonom; and denial e'er obh- 

fessed 
Of vihtA be knows is truest, what most beaatifnl 

and best I 
O farewell, then 1 I must leave yoa. Yoa kwn 

chosen. You are right. 
Tou have made the great refusal ; yon have shunned 

the ivind and night, 
Yon have won your soul, and won it — No, uot lost it 

as tliey tell — 
Ht^py, blest of gods and monarchs, O a Img, a long 

farewell I 
Freihwater, Itle of Wight. 



FAREWELL TO THE MARKET. 



Two little Darlings alone, 

Clinging hand in liand ; 
Two little Girls come out 

To see the wonderful land ! 

Here ronnd the flaring stalls 
They stand wide-eyed in the throng, 

While tbo great, the eloquent Huckster 
Perorates loud and long. 

They watch those thiicC'blessed mortals, 
The dirty guzzling Boys, , 

Who partake of dates, periwinkles, 
Ices and other Joys. 

And there little mouths go wide open 
At some of the brilliant sights 

That little Darlings may see in the road 
Of Edgware on Saturday nights. 
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The tiiii«st's name ia Susannali ! 

She was four year? ot<l last May. 
And Mary-Jane, tlie youngest, 

la just tlireo years old to-day. 

And I know all about tlieir cat, aud 

7heir father and mother too, 
And " Pigshead," their only brother. 

Who got his head jammed in the flue. 
And theij know several particulars 

Of a similar «ort of me, 
For we went up and down together 

For over an hour, wc three. 

And Susannah walked beside me, 

As became the wiser and older. 
Fast to one finger, but Mary-Jane 

Sat solemnly up on my shoulder. 
And we bought some sweets, and a monkey 

That climbed up a stick " quite nice. " 
And then last we adjourned for refreshments. 

And the ladies had each an ice. 

And Susannah's ice was a pink one, 

And sbp sucked it up so quick. 
But Mary.Jane silently proffered 

Her ice to me for a lick. 
And then we ■went home to Mother, 

And we found her upon the floor, 
And Father was trying to balance 

His shoalders against the door. 
And Susannah said " O " and " Pleaae, rax. 

We'll go in ourselves, sir ! ' And 
We kissed one another and parted. 

And they stole in hand in hand. 
And it'9 O for my two little darlings 

I never shall see again. 
Though I stand for the whole night watching 

And crying here in the rain ! 
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ENGLAND IN EGYPT. 

From the duHty jaded annlight of the careless Cairo 
streets, 
Through the npeu bedroom window where the pale 
blue held the palms, 
There came a sound of music, thrilling cries and 
rattliug beats. 
That startled me from slumber with a shock of 
Bweet alarms. 
For beneath this rainless heaven with this mnsic in 

I was oorn, and all my boyhood witb its joy was 
glorified, 
And'for me the ranging red -coats hold a passion of 
bright tears, 
And the glancing of the bayonets lights a hell of 
saTt^e pride. 

So I leaped atid ran, and looked, 
And I stood, and listened there 
'Till I heard the fifes and drmus, 
'Till I heard the fifes and drums, 
The fifes and drums of England 

Thrilling all the alien air t 
And "England, England, England," 
I heard the wild fifes cry. 
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" We are here to rob for England, 
And to throttle liberty : '' 

And " Eogland, England, England," 
I heard the fierce drums roar, 

•' We are tools for pions swindlers 
And brute bullies «■ 



And the silent Arabs crowded, half-defiant, hall 

dismayed. 
And the jaunty fifers Sfing flung their challenge t 
the breeze, 
And the drummers kneed their drums np as th 
recklens drnmsticlia played, 
And the Tommies all came trooping, tripping 
sloucliing at their ease. 
All Christ, the love I bore them for their brave heart 
and Htrong hands, — 
Ah ! Christ, the hate that smote me for the: 
stupid, dull conceits — 
I know not whioh was greater, as I watched the: 
COoqnerin^ bands 
In the dusty jaded sunlight of the snllen Caii 
streets. 

And my dream of love and hate 

Smrfted, and broke, and gathered there. 
As I heard the fifes and drums, 
As I heard the fifes and drums. 
The fifes and drums of England 

Thrilling all the alien air 1 
And " Tommy, Tommy, Tommy," 

I heard the wild fife's cry, 
" Will you never know the England 

For which men, not tools, should die ? " 
And " Tommy, Tommy, Tommy," 

I heard tbe fierce drums roar, 

" Will you alwaysbe a cut-throat 

And a slave for e' 



No, I shall never see it with these weary death-dii 
eyes. 
The hour of Retribntion, tbe hour of Fate's de&ir 
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When before the oatxaged niiUioos, as aX last— at laet 
tliey rise, 
The lognea and thievea of EugUnd are as stubble 
to the fire I 
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" Donu from the tropic night 

Bashes tlie fnnnetled air ; 
Our beads expand and fall iu ; 

Oaz hearts thump huge as despair, 
" "Tie we make the bright hot blood 

Of this throbbing inanimate thing ; 
And our life Is no leas the fuel 

Thau the coal we shovel and fling. 
" And lest of this we be prond 

Or aaythiuK but meek, 
We are well cursed and paid — 

Ten shillings a week ! " 
Sound, rou/nd, round in itt tunnel 

The Shaft turnt pUileti strong, 
While lost »out$ ery out m the darlmats : 

"Sow long, Lord, hoiv long}" 



k MAHOMMADAN SHIP FIREMAN. 

Up from the oven pit, 

The hell where poor men toil, 
At the sunset hour he comes 

Clean-clotheil, washed from (toil. 

On the fo'c's'le head he kneels, 
His face to the hallowed West. 

He prays, and bows and prays. 
Does he pray for death and rest? 



,Q J#dM. India, my lovely land— 

At whose sweet throat the greedy English Snake, 
With fangs and lips that suck and never slake, > 

Clings, while around thee, band by stiflii^ band. 
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The loathsome Shape twists, chaouing Coot and 

O from this death-swoon mnst thou never wake, 
From limbs enfranchised these tonl fetters to 
ahake. 

And, proud among the nations, to rise and tttand? 

Nay, but thine eyes, thine eyes, wherein there stays 
The patience of that august Faith that sconis 

The tinsel creed of Christ, dream still and gaze 

Where, not within the timeless east and haze, 
The haunt of that wan moon with fading horns. 
There breaks the first of Himalayan moms I 



TO ENGLAND. 



There was a time when aU thy sons were prond 

To speak thy name, 
England, when Europe echoed back alond 

Thy [earless fame: 

When Spain reeled shattered helpless from thy guns 

And splendid ire, 
When from Canadian snows to Indian suns 

Pitt's soul was fire. 

O that in days hke these were, fair and free 

From shame and scorn. 
Fate had allowed, benignly, pityingly 

That I was bora ! 

O that, if stmck, then struck with gtorions wonnds, 

I bore apart 
(Not torn with fangs of leprous coward hounds) 

My bleeding heart 1 
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t becaase of cruel deeds 
bns effort. They who live 
Eutli to give and to forgive, 
Bonl ate noble and fate's need 
or yet that crael aeeda 
Tong you've sown alternative, 
'e your eons who yet believe 
Lstice arenot empty creeds I 
if greed and garbled pay, 
d death : because you smother 
making cnrsed all the day, 
od, bludgeon in the othor, 
ume upon and slay yonr brothcs, 
vn, thank Ood for it, and pray I 



h shame and starved with woe, 

lor I hate Yon bo, 
Du! 

t. I light and oroak 

go by, O ' heart of oak ' 

reland's vengeful eyes are cast 
iia stirs from sleep at last. 

lere Australia hears your voice, 

she makes her choice 
day I 
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Foul Ehau, you who aold yonr high birthriglit 

For gilded mnd, 
^Vho did the wrong and, piiestlike, called it right, 

And swindled God I — 
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KONG LYRICS. 

bOQT of the island, 

:d under green -clad highland, 

Ts, many a flag and nation, 

last's swarming jubilation, 

et sudden sounds ont-swelling 
aing echoes tang out, telling 

uT muaic rising and falling 
oe sweet-sad recalling 

fS. 

—last links of chains that sever, 
. that I have left for ever, — 



in this sea-way City 
et with before, 
things I notice 
to have known of yore. 
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In the lovely tropical verdote. 
In the streets, behold I can 
The bideons English Buildings 
And the brutal English Man I 



I stand and watch the soldiers 

Marching up and down, 
Above the fresh green Oricket-ground 

Juat outside the towo. 

I stand and watch and wonder 

When in the English land 
This poor fool Tommy Atkins 

Will learn and understand ? 

Zulus, and Boers, and Arabs, 

All fighting to be free. 
Men and women and children. 

Maimed and murdered has he. 

In India and in Ireland 

He's held tlte People down. 
While the robber English Gentleman 

Took pound and peony and crown. 

To make him false to his Order, 
What was it that they gave — 

To make him his brother's oppressor ? 
The clothes and soul of a ^ave I 

O thou poor fool, Tommy Atkins. 

Thou wilt be wise that day 
When, with eager eyes and clenched tea 

Thou risest up to say : 
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alley green that lieu 
the Hummer's bower. 
)loured butterflies 
]iu flower to flower. 



ine lush green side of it, 
ed liomes ttre laid, 
id oare compassionate, 
e of tbe Dead. 



e voicing summer day 
the happy rills. 
md awakes away 

iS of the hitls. 



one side of a gaily, which Buddeoljr 
its base large enough for tbe local 
mmer one of tbe loveliest spots oa 
otestants, Catholics, and Mabomma- 
arate portions. Here in regimental 
I Is to be found tbe record of noble 
in Ibe iniquitf of the English rela- 
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A GLIMPSE OF CHINA. 



(Aim Biver, Fo Kien). 

Up in the miety morning, 

Up past the gardened hills, 
With the rliythmic stroke of the rowets, 

Wbile the blae deep palea and thrills ! 

Pftst the rice-Golds green ton-lying, 
Where the Hea-gull's winging down 

From the fleets of janks and sampans 
And the ancient Chinese Town I 



{Foo-chow.) 

From tbe~biight and blJDding sunshiDe, 
From the whirling locust's song. 

Into the dark and narrow fisantes 
Of the streets I am borne along. 

Here and there dusky -beaming 
A son-shaft broadens and drops 

On the blown bare crowd slow-paaaing, 
The crowd of the open shops. 

We move on over the bridges 

With their straight-hewn blocks of sto 
And their quaint grey auimal figures, 

And the booths the huckBterH owhi ■ 



Songs of the Army of the Night. 

Behind a linen awning 

SitB an ancient wigEt half -dead, 
And a little dear o( a girl ie 

Examining— his head. 

On a bended bamboo shouldered, 

Bearing a block of stone, 
Two worn-out Coolies half-naked 

Utter their grunting groan. 

Children, almond-eyed beauties, 

Impossibly mangy curs. 
Take part io the motley atream of 

Insouciant passengers. 

This is the Dream, the Vision 
That comes to me and greets — 

The Vition of Retribution 
In ihe labyrinthine itreeti. 



These Chinese toil, and yet they do not starve, 
And they obey, and yet they are not slaves. 

It is the " free-bom " fuddled Englishmen 
Who grovel rotting in their living graves. 

hese Chinese do not fawn with servile lips ; 
They lift np equal eyes that ask and scan, 
Their degradation has escaped at least 

That choicest cnrae of all — the Gentleman I 
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OTEB THE SAHOVAR.* 



" Yes, I used always to think 

That yoa Rnasiana knew 
How to moke the eood drink 

As none others do. 

" And I thought moreover, 

(Not with the epicures). 
You might search the world over 

For such Women aa yours. 

" In both these matters now 

I perceive I was right. 
And I really can't tell you how 

Much I delight 

" In my third (Thanks, another cup I) 

Idea of the fun, 
When your Country gets up 

And foUows the sun I 

" And jnst as in Europe, see. 

There's & Conqueror Nation, 
So why not in Asia be 

A like jubUation ? 

" Taught as well as organized, t 

The eternal Coolie, 
From being robbed and despised, 

Takes to cutting tliroats duly I 

• The Russian tea-urn, 

t In China ihe system of Trades Unions isadmlrable.— 
Coolie is the generic term in the East for labourer. 
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" But — please, don't be flurried ; 

For I daresay by then 
You'll be comfortably buried, 

Ladies and gen tit men I 

" No more, thanks ! I must be tio.ng '. 

I'm so ^lad to have made this 
Opportnmty of knowing 

Some more Russian ladies t " 



TO JAPAN. 

Simple You were, and good. No kindlier heart 

Beat than the heart >vithin your gentle breast. 

Labour You had, and liappinens, and rest. 
And were the maid of nations. Now You start 
To feverish life, feeling the poisonous smart 

Upon your lips of harlot lipi^ close -pressed, 

The lips of Her who stands among the rest 
With greasy righteous soul and rotten heart. 
sunrise land, O land of gentleness, 

What madness drives you to lust's hateful bed ? 
O thrice -accursfed England, wretcliedness 

For ever be ou you, of wliom 'tis said. 
Prostitute plague-struck, that you catch and kiss 

Innocent lives to make them foully dead I 



DAI BUTSU.« 
(E<ima Kura.) 
He sits. Upon the kingly head doth rest 

The round-balled wimple, and the heavy rings 
Touch on the shoulders where the shadow clings. 
The downward garment shows the ambigaoos breast ; 

* This is one of the three well-known Japanese colossi 
ofGaulama, the Buddha. The same type of proud patience 
marks this emboditneot of the suffering East, wherever 
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The Faca — that Face one scarce can look on, lest 
One le&rn the secret of □nspeSikable things ; 
But the dread gaze descends with shudderinge, 

To the veiled couched knees, the bauds and thumbs 
close pressed. 

O lidded, downcast Eyes that bear the weight 
Of all our woes and terrible wrong's increase : 
Prood Nostrils, Lips proud-perfecter tlian these, 

With what a soul within you do you wait! 

Disdain and pity, love late-born of hate, 
Passion eternal, patience, pride and peace ! 



Wiiere'er 1 go in this dense East, 

In sunshine or shade, 
I retch at the villanous feast 

That England has made. 

And my shame cannot understand. 

As scorn springs elate, 
How I ever loved that land 

I loathe and hate 1 



THE FISHERMAN. 

(^Mindano Fhilippineg.) 

In the dark waveless sea. 

Deep blue under deep blue. 
The tishet drifts by on the tide 

In his small pole-balanced canoe. 

Above him the cloud-clapped hills 
Crown the dense jungly sweeps; 

The cocoa-nnt groves liedge round 
The hut nhere the beach- wave sleeps. 
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Is it not better so 

To be as this Savage is. 
Than to live tbe Wage- slave's life 

Of hopeless agonies ? 



A SOUTH-SEA ISLANDER. 

Aloll in the warm clear water, 
On her back with languorous limbs, 

She lies. The baby upon her breasts 
Paddles and falls and swims. 

With half-closed eyes she smiles, 

Guardine it with her hands ; 
And the sob swells up in my heart — 

In my heart that understands. 

Dear in Die English counit-y. 

The halefalUat land on earth. 
The -mothers are starved and the children die. 

And death is better tJtan birth ! 



NEW GUINEA " CONVERTS." 

I saw them as they were born, 
Erect and fearless and free. 

Facing the sun and the wind 
Of the hills and the sea. 

I saw thetiL naked, enpetb. 
Like the Greeks long ago. 

With shield and spear and arrow 
Ready to strike and throw. 

I saw them as they iverc made 
By the Christianizing crows, 

Blitudng, stupid, clumsy, 

In their greasy ill-cut clothes ; 
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I heard their gibbeting cant. 

And they sung those liymns that smell 
Of poor aoule besotted, degraded 

With the tear of " God '■ and " Hell," 

And I thonght if Jeans con Id see them, 
He who loy^ the freedom, the Ught, 

And loathed those who compassed heaven 
And earth for one proselyte, 

To make him, etcetera, etcetera, — 
Then this sight, as on me of yon. 

Would act, on him like an emetic, 
And he'd have to go off and spue. 

Jesus, O roan of the People, 
Who died to abolish all this— 

The Pharisee rank and respectable, 
The Scribe and the scabrous Priest — 

O Jesus, O sacred Socialist, 
Yon would die again of shame, 
e alive and could see 



If von 

Win 



A DEATH AT SEA. 
{Coral Sea, Australia). 



Dead in tbe sheep-pen He lies. 
Wrapped in an old brown sail. 

The smiling blue sea and the skies 
Know not sorrow nor wail. 

Dragged up out of tbe hold, 
Dead on bis last way home. 

Worn-out, wizened, a Cbinee old, — 
O he is safe — at home ! 
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Brother, I stand not aa these 

Staring npon you here. 
One of earth's patient toilera at peao^ 



In the warm dondy night we go 

From the motionless ship ; 
Onr Iftnterne feebly glow ; 

Our oats drop and drip. 

We land on the thin pale beach, 

Tlie coral isle's round ns ; 
A glade of driccn sand we reach ; 

Our burial gronud'a found us. 

There we dig him a grave, jesting ; 

We kn(^w not bis name. 
"What heeds He wlio is resting, testing ? 

■Would I were the same ! 

Come away, it is over and done ! 

Peace and he shall not sevet, 
By moonlight nor light of the ann. 



" Sleep in the pure driven land, 

(No one ivill know) 
In the coral isle by the land 

Wtitre the blue tides come and go. 
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"Alive, thoa Wert poor, deipUtd ; 

Dead, thou eantt have 
WJiat tnightiat monarcht liave prized. 

An eternal grave ! 

"Alone with the lovely islet. 

With the lovely deep 
Where the tea-winda sing and the aunligh 

Thou lieit asleep I '' 
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"AUSTRALI A." 



THE OUTCASTS. 



Here to the parks they come, 
The scoiirings of the town, 
Like ■weary wounded animals 
Seeking where to lie them down. 

Brothers, let us take together 
Alt easeful p«riod. 
There is worse than to he as We ace 
Cast out not of Men bnt of Ood! 



VICTORIA TO JAMES MOORHOUSE.* 



He came, a stranger, and we gave him welcome, 
More as Wed Friend than rumour's honoured 

He apoke ! Were we, then, all eo slack to listen ? 
To hail biin as our wisest, noblest, best ? 
Why did he Uavf us ? 
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He toiled I And we under bucIi a leader, 
Forgot all other creeds but that he taught, 

And prond of oui clear answer to his summons. 
Forgot all other fights but that he fought t 
Why did he leave ua ! 

He wearied I 'Twas too great he said, the burden. 

We saw it and we criod with anxious love ; 
" What does he (Let him back !) down in the Battle ? 

Ib not the General's place at rest above 1" 
Why did he leave us? 

He left us for a " wider sphere of labour I" — 

A tinsel seat witliin a House that shakes. 
To herd with Priests meal-mouthed, with Lords and 

's chain that breaks I 



Farewell, then I Are there any to reproach you 
In all this facile crowd that weeps and cheers? 

Not one ; But, ah yon yet shall haten sadly 
To an echo failing famt through the dead years : — 
Wliy did he leave u» ? 

diately took the position of the leadiog religioos psrsonal- 
ityin Australia. To a rare geniality he added theeiitsofa 
"scholar" and a " gentiemaQ," both real and both as 
modern as yet seems permitted Co theold caste and religioD, 
He achieved an influence over men of all denominations, 
and of none, that was quite phenomenal. The work of bis 
diocese, however, proving loo mucli for his strength, he 
announced the fact, and declared that, unless his bishopric 
were divided, he would be compelled to resign it. Shortly 
afterwards he accepted the bishopric of Manchester, on 
the ground that "a larger sphere of labour had beeo 
offered (o him unsolicited." His departure was a sort of 
national event. 
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IN THE SEA-GARDENS. 



" THE MAN OF THE NATION." 

Yonder the band is playing 
And the fine Young People walk. 

They are envying each otiier and talking 
Their pretty empty talk. 

Theit in the shade on the outxkirtB, 

Stretched on the grass I see 
A Man with a slouch hat emoking, 

That is the Man for me! 



That is the Man of the Nation ; 
He works and miich endures. 
When all the rest is rotten, 



He's the soldier of the Crimea, 

Fighting to honour fools ; 
He's the gxappler and etrangler of Lee, 

Lord of the terrible tools. 

He's in all the conquered nations 
That have won their own at last. 

And in ail that yet shall win it. 
And the World by him goes past 1 

O strong sly World, this nameless 

Still, much- enduring Man, 
Is the Hand of Ood that shall clutch you 

For all you have done or can 1 
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Yes, let Art go, till once again 

Thtough fearless heads and hauda 

The toil of millioua aud the pain 
Be passed from out the lauds : 

Till from the few their plunder falls 
To those vrhoVe toiled and earned 

But misery's hopeless intervals 
Prom those who've robbed and spurned. 

Yes, let Art go, without a fear. 
Like autumn flowers we burn. 

For, with her reawakening year, 
Be sure elie will return I — 

lieturn, but greater, nobler yet 

Because her laurel crown 
With dew and not with blood ia wet. 

And as ooi Queen sit down t 



"HENRY GEORGE." 

(Mdhourne.) 

I came to buy a Book. It was a shop 

Down in a narrow quiet street, and here 

They kept, I knew, these socialistic books. 

I entered. All was bare, but clean and neat. 

The shelves were ranged with unsold wares ; the 

counter 
Held a few sheets and papers. Here and there 
Hung prints and calendars. I rapped, and Btraiglit 
A young OicI came out tlirough the inner door. 
She had a clear and simple face ; I saw 
She had no beauty, loveliness, nor charm, 
Bnt, as your eyes met those grey light-lit eyes 



,iz.=inGoo^lc 



Hei face lit ap. it naa beautiful, 
Or never woman's face wae 1 " Henry George ? " 
She said. And tlieu a look, a flusli, a Bmile, 
Sach as sprung up in Magdalene's cheek 

lice uttered Jesus, made her angel, 
d pointed up the counter. I, 
eyes from that ensainted face, 
Tnas a print a common print, 
shoulders of a man. She said, 
isper: "Henry George .'Thate hiui," 
in this life of wrong and woe, 
iman-soul Avithin yon brooded 
loved and hated and pitied, 
what its helplessness conld do, 
3S, its sheer bewilderment — 
se eyes should fall, tboue angel eyes, 
brooded, wept, loved, hated, pitied, 
lad, but therefrom had sprung 
1, a scheme torieht this wrong, 
i woe less hateful to the sun — 
: soul had found its Master thus 
emember, natch and love, 
dawn that rose up thiough the dark : 
)d 

, as for some weary hopeless 
iler for " the Kingdom of Heaven " 
3 lifeless twilight hour, and hear, 
a-ht house of Lazarus, 
i : " Thna, thus he looked, he spiike, 
' — So to bear her rapturons words, 
D her up-raised heavenly face I 
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WILLIAM WALLACE. 

{For the Ballarat liatue of him.) 

Thia is Scotch WiUiam WEdlace. It waB He 
Who in dark hours first raised hia face to see ; 

Who watched the English tyrant Nohlee spurn, 
Steel-clad, with iron hoots the Scottish Free : 

Who armed and drilled the simple footman Kern, 
Yea, bade in blood and rout the prond Knight 

His Feudalism was dead, and Scotland stand 
Dauntless to wait the day of Bannockbum I 

O Wallace, peerleas lover of thy land. 
We need tbee still, thy moulding brain and hand I 
For us, thy poor, again prond tyrants spurn. 
The robber Rich, a yet more hateful band ! 



THE AUSTRALIAN FLAG. 

Pure blue Flag of heaven 
With your wlver stars. 

Not beside those Crosses' 
Blood-stained torture-bars : 

Not beside the token 
The (odI sea-harlot gave, 

Pore blue Flag of heaven. 
Must you ever wave ! 

No, but yonng exultant. 
Free from care and crime, 

The soulless selfish England 
Of this later time : 

No, hut. faithful, noble 
Bising from her grave. 

Flag of light and hberty, 
For ever must you wave ! 
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TO AN OLD FRIEND IN ENGLAND. 



Was it for nothing in the years gone by, 
my love, O my friend. 

Yon thrilled me with youi noble words of faith ? — 
Hope beyond life, and love, love beyond death ! 
Yet now I ahnddet, and y '^ — -'"*- ■ ■•' 
my friend, O my \< 

Was it for nothing in the dear dead years, 

O my love, my friend, 
I kiased you when you wrung my heart tram me, 
Aud gave my stubborn hand where trust might be T 
Yet then I smiled, and see, these bitter tear^, 

my friend, O my love ! 

No bitter words to say to you have I, 

O my love, O my friend I 
That faiUi, that hope, that love was mine, not yours I 
And yet that kiss, that clasp endures, endures. 
I have no bitter words to say. Good-bye, 

O my friend, my love ! 



TO HIS LOVE. 

" Teach me, love, to be true ; 

Teach me, love, to love ; 
Teach me to be pure like you. 

It will bo more than enough I 



a nobler thai: . 
A daughter true liJte you ; 

" A son to battle the wrong, 
To seek and strive tor the right ; 

A beautiful daughter of song. 
To point us on to the light I " 
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HER POEM; 

" HT BABT OtRL, THAT WAS BORN AND DIED OH TS> 



" With wild torn heart I aee tliem etill, 
Wee imnsed clothes and eiiiptiy cot. 

Tliongh glad my love has missed the ill 
That tails to woman's tot. 

" No tangled paths for het to tread 
Througbont the coming changeful years ; 

No desperate weird to dree and dread ; 
No bitter lonely tears t 

" No woman's piercing crown of thoma 
Will press my aching baby's brow ; 

No starlets nights, no suDless moms, 
Will over greet her now. 

" The clothes that I had wrought with care 
Through weary hours for love's sweet saka 

Are laid aside, and with them ihere 
A heart that seemed to break." 



TO KAEL MARX. 

Not for the thought that burns on keen and cleat, . 
Heat tliat the heat has turned from red to white. 
The passion of the lone remembering night 

One with the patience day must see and hear — . 

Not for the shafts the lying foemen (ear, 

Shot from the soul's intense self -centring light — 
Rut for the heart of love divine and hri^ht. 

We praise yon, worker, thinker, poet, seer I 

Man of the People, — faithful in all parts. 
The veins' lastdrop, the brain's last flickering dolo, 
You on whose forehead beams the aureole 

That hope and " certain hope '" alone imparts — 
Us have yon given your perfect heart and sonl ; 

Wherefore receive as yours our souls and hearts? 
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"ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE." 

Shrieks out of emoke, a Same of dang-atraw fire 
That ia not quenched but liatli for only fruit 
What ^nithes and dies not in ibii rotten root : 

Two things made fleali, the visible desire 

To match iu filtli tt>e skunk, the ape in ite,* 
Mouthing before the mirrors with wild foot 
Beyond all feebler footprint of purNuit, 

The perfect twanger of the Chinese lyre 1 

A heart with generous virtues run to seed 

In vices making all a jumbled creed ; 
A soul that Imows not love nor trust nor shame, 

But cute itself with knives to bawl and bleed^ — 
If thou we've kuown of late, art etill the same, 
What need, O soul, to sign thee with thy name ? 

n -honeyed bees 
heart that was u< 
And sl^ and earth and sea swooned into song ; f 
Once on thine eyes the light of agonies 
Flashed thtongh the soul and robbed the days of 
ease-t 
But tunes turn stale when love turus babe, and 

long 
The exiled gentlemen grow fat with wrong, 
And peasants, workmen, beggars, what are these 1 $ 
you who sang the Italian smoke above, — 

Mud-latk of Freedom, pipe of that vile band 
Whose envy slays the tyrant, not the love 
Of these poor souls none have the keeping of — 
It is yoni hand—it is your pandar hand 
Smites the bruised mouth of pilloried Ireland I 

• His attack on Carlyle, for instance, of which the 
prose part is the fouler, ibe verse pan the more virulent. 

t Poems and Ballads' (isl Series.) 

j Songs before Sunrise. 

I The picturesque Italian gentlemen who struggled 
(some of Ihem) so heroically for Italian Nationalism 
represent to-day a tyrauny deeper and more dark than 
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TO AN UNIONIST. 

" If you ODly knew 
Hon gladly I've given it 

All these years — 
The liglit of mine eyes. 
The heat ot my lips, 
Mine ctgonieH, 
My yearning tears, 
My blood that drips. 
My brain that sears ; 
If yon only knew 
How gladly I've given it 
All the He years — 
My hope and my youth. 
My manhood, my Art, 
My passion, my truth. 
My mind and my heart: 

" Oh my brother, you would not say. 
What have you to do with me ? 

You would not, would not turn away 
Doubtingly and bitterly. 

" If you only knew 
How littlt I cared tot 
These other things — 
The delicatu speech, 
The high demand 
Of each from each, 
The imaginings 
Of Love's Holy Land : 

that of the Austrian foreigners, Ihe tyranny of caste. 
The certainty of popularity was the bail held out by the 
rancorous respectability of the Leit3s» Tim^s, and poetical 
vanity swallowed it, making Mr. Swinburne also amonf 
the pandats in his denunciaiion of Irish Nationalism. 
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If you only know 

How little I cared tor 

These other things - 

The wide clear view 

Over peoples and times, 

The search in tlie new 

Entraueing climes, 

Science's wings 

And Art's sweet chimes : 
''0 my brother, if you only knew 

What to me in these things is underKtood, 
As it s^ema to me it would seem to you, 

What was good for the cause was surely good ; 

" O my brotljer you would Qot nay : 

What have you to do with ine ? 
You would not, would not turn away 

Doubtingly and bitterly : 

" But you would take my hand with your hand, 

my brother, if you only knew ; 
You would smile at me, you would understand, 

You would call me brother as I call you I " 



TO SYDNEY JEPHCOTT 
(The friend my verse won for me.) 



L WOSKS." 

" Take with all my heart, friend, this, 

The labour of my past, 
Thoi^h the heart liere hidden in 
And the soul's eternities 

Hold the present fast. 

" Take it, still, with soul and heart. 

Pledge of that dear day 
When the shadows stir and start, 
By the bright Sun burst apart — 

Young Awttralia I " 
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TO E. L. ZOX.» 
iMelboume). 
We thank you (or » noble work well done. 
Tlieie is a kindneae— ('tis the truer one ; 

The better part the simpler heart doth know), 
The care to give the daj a brighter sun. 

To theee, the nameless crowd that drags on slow 
The common toil, the common wear; woe 
The world carea nought for. But your work 

Thro' union strength and self-reapect that grow. 

There is a courage that unflawed endures 

The sneer, the slander of earth's epicures. 

And here are grateful women's hearts to show 
This kindness and this courage, both are joors 1 



"FATHER ABE." 

{Song of tlie American Soni of Labour). 



" we knew so well, dear Father, 

When we answered to your call. 
And the Southern Moloch stricken 

Shook ami tottered to his fall — 

" O we knew so well yon loved us. 
And our hearts beat back to yours 

With the rapturous adoration 

That tlirougli all the years endures t 

• To Mr. Zox is chiefly due the formation of the Union 
of Female Workers, Secvaots, and Shop-gicla in Mel- 
bourne. There is no class called upon to endure more 
petty tyranny and injustice, more hard work and insult, 
and there is no class which finds less real sympathy and 
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" Mothers, sisters bade ns hasten 
Sweethearts, wives with babe at breast ; 

For the Union, faith and freedom. 
For oar hero of the West I 

" And we wrung forth victory blood -stained 

From the desperate hands of Crime, 

, And our Cause blazed out Man's beacon 

Through the endless future time ! 

" And forgiven, forever we bade it 

Cease, that envy, hatred, strife, 
As he willed, our murdered Father 
Tliat liad sealed liis love with life '. 

" dear Father, was it tlius, then ? 

Did we this but in a dream ? 
Is it real, this hideous present ? 

Doea our sufiering only seem ? 

" Bend and listen, look and tell ns I 

Are these joyless toilers We? 
Slaves more wretched, patient, piteons 
Than the slaves we fought to free I 

" Are these weak, worn girls and women 
Those whose mothers yet can tell 

How they kissed and clasped men god-like 
With fierce faces fronting hell ? 

" Bend and listen, look and tell as ! 

Is this silent waste, possessed 
By bloat thieves and their task-masters. 

Thy free, thy fair, thy fearless West? 

" Are these Eastern mobs of wt^e-slaves, 

Are these cringing debauchees, 
Sons of those who sinng their rifles — 

Shook the old Flag to the breeze ? " 
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THE ANSWER. 



" Hen and boys, O fathete, bTobhera, 
Burst these fetters ronud yon bound 

Women, sisters, wives and mothers. 
Lift your faces from the ground t 



Rise together, one tor ever, 
Strike this Crime upon the month I 

"Bid tliem not, the men who loved yon, 
Those who fought for you and died. 

Scorn yoo that yon broke a small Crime, 
Left a great Crime pass in pride I 

" Engltwd, Prance, the played-out countries. 

Let tbem reek there in their stew. 
Let tlieir past rot out their present, 

Bat the Future is witli you I 
•' America, O first-born 

Of the age that yet shall be 
Where all men shall be as one man. 

Noble, faithful, fearless, free !— 
" America, O paramour 

Oitlie foul slave-owner Pelf, 
You who saved from slavery others. 

Now from slavery save yourself I — 
" Save yourself, though, anguish -shaken. 

You cry out and bow your head. 
Crying ' Wliy am I forsaken ? ' 

Crying ' It is finislied I ' 
" Save yourself, no God will save yon ; 

Not one angel can lie give I 
Tbey and He are dead and vanished, 

And 'tis yon, 'tis you must live I 
" Risen again, fire tried, victorious. 

From the grave of Crime down-hurled, 
Peerless, pure, serene and glorious, 

Wield the sceptre of the world 1 " 
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Well, this man sees how by thia Qod-^ven thing 
He luis the chance to use his extra nits 
And cUmber up : he sees how others have- 
(Like you— or me ; my father's father's father 
Was a market -gardener and, I tmst, a good one). 



Each of his fellows who has extra wits 

Has ased them as tlie fos fallen in the well 

Used the confiding goat, and how the goats 

More and more wallow there and atapefy, 

Robbed of the little wit the hapless crowd 

Had in their general liaplessness. Well, then 

This man of mine (Thia is agaiust all law, 

Human, divine and natural, I admit) 

Prefers to wallow there and not get out, 

Except they all can 1 I've made quite a tale 

Abont what is quite simple. Yet ^is curious, 

Aa I see you hold. Now frankly tell me, will you, 

What do you think of him?" — "He is a fool! " 

" He is a fool ? There ia no doubt of it I 

But 1 am told that it was some Huch'fool 

Came onco from Galilee, and ended on 

A oriminars cross outside Jerusalem, — 

And that this fool, he aud his criminal's cross. 

Broke up an Empire that seemed adamant, 

And made anew world, which, renewed agaiu. 

Is Europe still. 

He is a fool I And it was aome such fool 

Drudged up and down the earth these later years. 

And wrote a Book the otiier foola bonght up 

In tens of thousands, calling it a Ooapel. 

And this fool too, and the fools that follow him, 

Or hold with him, why, he and they shall all 

End in the mad-house, or the gutter, where 

They'll chew the busk of their mad dreams and die ! 

" Weil, what are thetr follies bvi dreamt ? They have 

done nothing," 
And never will ! . . . 
One moment I I have just a word to say. 
How comes it, tell me, friend, six weeks ago 
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A ' comp.' vas sent a-packing foi a caatiQ 

His fellows thongbt unjust, and that same night 

(Or, rather, the next morning) in comes one 

To tell you (quite politely) that imletts 

That ' comp,' was setting at liis frame they feared 

One of oar greatest newspapers would not go 

That day a harbinger of light and leading 

To gladden and instruct its thousands ? And, 

If I remember right, it did — and so did he. 

That wretched ' comp.' set at liis frame, and does I 

How came it also tliat three moDths e^o 

Your brother, the shipowner, ' sacked ' a man 

Out of his ship, and bade him go to hell? 

And in the evening up came two or three. 

Discreetly asking him to state the cause ? 

And when he said he'd see them with the other, 

(Videlicet, in hell), they said they feared, 

Unless the other came thence (if he was there), 

And was upon his sliip to- morrow morning. 

It would not sail. It did not sail till noon, 

And he sailed with it 1 

But this is all beside the point I Our ' comp.,' 

Who sweats there, and who will not write yon 

' leaders ' 
Except to help a friend who's fallen ill. 
Why, he, beyond a doubt he is a fool ! " 



"MOUNT RENNIE."* 
I. 
(The Auatratian Press sjiialia), 
"Kill them ! Yes, hang them all I 

They are fiends, just that ! 
And we're all agreed fiends should be sent 
To a place that's hot. 

• This was oneof the most horrible crimesof our time. 
A baud of young rufGans assaulted, violated, and fright- 
fully maltreated a young girl of dubious character. Mina 
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" They were fiends, too, of themselTes ; 

They delighted in it I 
It's all their fault, their own fault ! 

Don't Ibten a. minute 1 

" Don't let anyone talk 

About ' fatality,' ' lot.' 
That sort of talk (excuae ua I) 

Ib juat damned rot I 

"You and I, p'rapa, are what we're mad 

If I'm dying of pbthieia. 
It's becanso my father passed on 

To me what the price is 

' Of his excesses, and I, 
Overworked, come off worse. 

Just so ; but, with tljese young fiends, 
It's quite the reverse. 

" Their homes, were happy and bright, 

(All are in Australia). 
Their parents were good, kind, wise : 

No breath of failure 

" Can be breathed on their education, 
Their childhood's surroundings, 

The healthy training that gives 
Youth moraUty's groundings. 

" Those people who say 

That the larrikiQS come 
From that God-spat-out'thing, 

The Australian ' home ' — 



were arraigned, seven condemned to death, and four 
hanged. The trial was most indecently hurried by a 
Judge who seemed determined to make the affair, from 
the aspect of law and justice, as evilly noteworthy as 
bota other aspects of it. 
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" The nanow harsh rule 

Of bttBe mean patents, 
Whoee ptajed-ont ideas drive 

All of good and of (air thence : 

" That our prostitute girle 

Come from j ust the same canBe — 
Why, these idiots know nothing 
' Cu facts, social laws ! 

" Kill them, then t - Hang them all ! 

We (like Giod) must be Just. 
It was all their own fanlts. 

Not oars. . . - Dust to dnst ! " 



{Th« Time-spirit apeak).) 

" Foot lads ! A.nd you for others' wrongs and sins 
Whose dead past greed and last did never wince 

To make your fathers, mothers, and now yon 
Miserable fiends in hell, must expiate, since 

" We the more guilty, we the Strong, the Few, 
Whose triumph thrusts you down into the stew. 
Feat lest our victims rise and rend us, fear 
This problem mad we will not listen to ! 

" Victims, with bet your fellow-victim here. 
Blind, deaf, dumb beasts, the hour shall yet appear 
When Men, when Justicers resolute -tettible, yon . 
Shall speak and all men tremble as they liear I 
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FROM A VERANDAH. 

(Sydney.) 
' ' Armageddon," 
O City lapped in Bun and sabbath rest, 
Witb nappy face of plenteous ease poBBessed, 
Have yon no doubtn that whisper, dreams that moan 
Disquietude, to stir your slnmbering breast ? 
Think you the sins of other climes are gone ? 
The harlot's curse rings in your streets — the groan 
Of ont-wom men, the stabbed and plundered ^ves 

Of ever-growing Greed, these are yonr own ! 
O'er yon shall sweep the fiery hell that craves 
For quenchment the bright blood of human waves : 

For yon, it you repent not, shall atone 
For Greed's dark death-holes with War's swarming 
graves! 



TO QUEEN VICTORIA IN ENGLAND. 

AN ADDRESS ON EER JUBILEE TEAR. 

Madam, yon have done well t Let others with 
praise unholy, 
Speech addressed to a woman who never breathed 
npon earth, 
Danb you over with lies or deafen your ears wilh 
foUy, 
I will praise you alone for jour actual immineiit 

Hadam, yon have done well! Fifty years unfor- 
gotten 
Pass since we saw you first, a maiden simple and 

Now when every robber Landlord, Capitalist rotten, 
Hated oppressors, praise yon — Madam, we are 
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Never once &s a toe, open toe, to the popular powei 

As nobler kiuge and qneene, LaTe yon faced ui 

fearless and bold : [bow 

No, but in backstaira tashion, in the stealthy twiligh 

Voa haTO struggled and struck and stabbed, ]ro 

have bartered and bought and sold 1 

Melbourne, the listless liar, the gentleman blooc 

beslavered, 

Disraeli, the faithless priest of a cynical faitb ou< 

These were dear to yont heart, these were the me 
you favoured, 
Those whom the People loved were fooled an 
flouted and torn 1 
Never in one true cause, for your people's sake an 
the light's sake, 
Did you s&ike one honest blow, did yon speak on 
noble word: 
No, bnb youtookyonr place, for thesake of wrong aH' 
tbe night's sake. 
Ever with blear-eyed wealth, with tbe gieas; 
respectable herd. 
Not as some robber king, with a resolute ministe 
slave to yoa,* 
Did you swagger with force against ns to satisf 
your greed ; 
No, hut you hoarded and hid what youi loyal peopl 
gave to yon. 
Golden sweat of their toil, to keep yon a qnee 
indeed 1 

Pore at least was your bed ? pure was yooi Conit ?- 
We know not. 
Were the white sepnlcbres pure? Gather me 
thorns of grapes ? 
Your sons and yoni blameless Spouse's oertes, a 
Oalabads show not. 
Bound yoa gather a ccowd of horrible hypocrit 
shapes r 

■ Cbailes I, and Strafford, t^. 
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hever, sure, did one woman produce in each Bixee 
and dozens 
Such intellectual canaille rs tbiB that springs from 

you; 
Soae, dauijhters, grandchildren, with uncles, aunts 

Not a man or a woman among them — a wretched 

Madam, you have done well ! Yon have fed all 

tlieae to repletion^ 

You have put up a gilded calf beside a gilded cow. 

And bidden men and women behold the foi-ms of 

human completvou — 

Albert the Grood, Victoria the Virtuous, for ever — 

B»t what to yon were our bravest and best, man of 
science and poet, 
Struggling for Light and Truth, or the Women 
who would be free ? 
Carlyle, Darwin, Huxley, Spencer, Arnold? We know 
it— 
Tennyson slavers your hand ; Burdett-Coutts 
fawna at yonr knee 1 

Good, yon were good, we aay. You Lad no wit to be 

Your purity shines serene over virgins mangled and 
dead. 
Yon wasted not out substance in splendour, in riot or 

You quietly aat in tbe shade and grew fat on oui 

wealth instead. 
Madam, you have done well I To you, we say. has 

been given 
A wit past the wit of women, a supercomputable 

Of yon we can say, if not " of ssch are the Kingdom 
of Heaven." 
Of such (alas for usi), of such are the Eindom of 
Earth I 
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Little elfin maid. 

Old, though Bcaree two year^ 
With your big dark h&zel eyes 

Tenderer than tears, 

And your rosebud mouth 

LiBping jocund things, 
Breaking brooding eilence with 

Wistful questionings! 

Like a flower you grew 

While life's bright sun shone. 
Does the greedy spendthrift earth 

Heed a flower is gone ? 

No ; but Love's fond ken, 

That gropes through Death's dark ways. 
Almost seems to hear your Voice, 

Seems to see your face ! 



" NATIONALISM 1 '■ 
The M'IIwraithian Queensland Elections Gbv, 

1888. 
Australia listened ! Through the brawling game 

Of ruthless rascals gambling for her gold. 

The rotten -hearted traitors who had sold 
For flimsy English gauds her righteous fame — 
Through the foul hubbub, it did seem, there come 

The still small voice of nobler things untold. 

But now, but now with wonder manifold 
She hears a voice tliat calls her by her name '. 
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Australia listens as the mother 'will 

To hear liec flrst-boro cry. " Say, is it death. 
Or life aud all life's hope made audible 

That thrills my heart and gives my spirit faith ? " 
From out the gathering war-hosts leaps forth shrill 

The double cry, " Auilralia, M'llwrailh ! 

The Dawn is breaking northward \ Rise, 0, Snn, 

Australian Liberty, and give us light! 

And Thou who through the dark and doubtful night 
With great clear eyes of patience looking on 
Even to that splendid hour Bepublican, 

know what things are with thee in the fight — 
What hope and trust, what truth, what right, what 

might 
To never leave this work till it be done ! 
Not as these others were, t)ie self-sold slaves 

Of each diurnal need and cringing debt, 

Australia's statesman, have we kuown thee yet ! — 
The world's great heroes call from a thousaad graTes : 

" Thy land, a nation, criet tu tliee to be set 
Free as the freedom, of her ocean waves I " 



WHY HE LOVES HER. 

Yon ask me why I love her. 
As I love nought on earth ? 

Why I'll put none above her 
For sorrow or for mirth ? 

Thongh there be others fairer; 

In spurit, richer, rarer ; 

With none will I compare her, 
Who is to me all worth I 

I love her for her beauty, 

Her force, ber fire, her youth ; 

For kisses cold as duty 
Bespeak not love, but rath. 
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TO THE EMPEBOR WILLIAM H 

London. May 15, 1889. — "The promised interview with 
the Empetor William was granted to-day to Ihe delegates 
from the coal-miners now on strike in Westphalia ; but 
the audience lasted for only ten minutes. The men 
asked that the Emperor would inquire into the merits of 
their case and the hardships under which they suffered. 
His Majesty replied that be was already inquiring into 
the matter He then warned the miners that he would 
employ all his ereat powers 10 repress socialistic agita- 
tion and intrigue. If the slightest resistance was shown 
he would shoot every man so offending. On the other 
hand, he promised to protect ^tb^m if peaceable." — 
CabUgram. 

Son of El Man and jjcandaon of a Man, 
Maanikin most miserable in thy slirunlien shaipe 
And peevish, shrivelled sonl, is't tliou wouldet ape 
The thunder-bearer o( Fate's blustering clan ? 
Enow, then, that never, since the years began, 
The terrible truth waa surer of this word : 
" Who takes tlie sword, shall pit inh by the sword I " 
For mankind's nod makes mannikin and man. 



O thou King Stork aspiring that art King Log, 
Wild-boar tliat wonldst be, reeking there all hog. 
To teach thy brutish brainlessnesa to know 
Thoee who palled down a, lion can shoot a dog. 



A STORY. 

(For the Irish Delegates in Australia.) 
Do you want to hear a story 
With a nobler praise than " glory," 
Of a man who loved the right like heaven and 
loathed the wrong like hell ? 
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Then, th&t atory let nie tell yon 
Once again, thongh it as wall you 



By the way Bide of tlia nations, 
Lashed with whips and execrations. 
Helpless, hopeless, bleeding, dying, she, the Maiden 
Nation, lay 1 
And the bnrthen of dishonour 
Weighed bo gtievonsly upon her 
That bee very children hid their eyes and crept in 
shame away. 

And there as she was lying 
Helpless, hopeless, bleeding, dying. 
All her lugh-bom foes came round her, fleering, jeer- 
ing, as they said ; 
" What is freedom fought and won for ? 
She is down 1 She's dead and done for ! " 
And her weeping children shuddered as they crouched 
and whispered : " Dead ! " 

Then enddenly np-starting, 
AU that throng before him parting, 
See, a Man with firm step breaking through yon 
central knot that gives; 
And, as by some dear lost sister, 
He knelt down, and softly kissed her, 
And he raised his pale, proud face, and cried : " Sha 
is not dead. She lives ] 

" O she lives, I say, and I here, 
I am come to fight H,nd die here 
For tlie love my heart has for her like a slow con- 
suming fire ; 
For the love of her low -lying. 
For the hatred deep, undying 
Of the robber lords who struck and stabbed and 
trod her in the mire ! " 
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Then upon that cry bewilder — 

Some of them, her hapless cl 

> Id their hearta there leaped up h 

night gives birth to day ; 

And, aa mocks and threats d 

One by one they canie beside 

Till they stood, b, baud of heroes, 

And the battle that they foU{ 

And the bitter truth they tai 

To the blinded Sister- Nation s 

alway, 

All the wrong and rapine pat 

Of her lords and her taskmat 

Is Dot this the larger hope uf all i 

to day 7 

For the lords and liars are q 
At the People's stern awakin 

From their slumber of the ages 
slowly rise. 
And with hands locked tight 
One in heart and soul for eve 

Watch the sun of Light and Libe! 

Thafs the story, that's the s 

With a nobler praise than " { 

Of the Man who loved the rig) 

loathed the wrong like h 

And with calm, proud exulta 

Bade her stand at last a uati 

Ireland, Ireland that is one nam 

Charles Partiell 1 
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AT THE WEST INDIA DOCKS. 
A Memory of AuaraT, 1888> 
[For the Dock Strike Fund.] 
[The spectacle of Ihelifeof (he London Dock labourers 
15 one of tbe most terrible examples of tbe logical out- 
come of the present social system. Id (he six great 
metropolitan docks over loo.ooo men are employed, the 
great bulk of wham are married and have families. By 
the elaborate syslem of sob-con tracts their wages have 
been driven down to 4d,. 3d., and even 2d, for the few 
hours they are employed, making the average weekly 
earnings of a man amount to 7, 6, and even 5 shillings a 
week. Hundreds and hundreds of lives are lost or ruined 
every year by the perilous nature of the work, and 
absolutely without compensation. Yet so fierce is the 
competition that men are not unfrequently maimed or 
even killed in the desperate struggles at the gates for the 
tickets of employment, guaranteeing a " pay " which often 
does not amount to more than a few pence I The streets 
and houses inhabited by this unfortunate class are of the 
lowest kind — haunts of vice, disease, and death, and the 
monopolistic companies are thus directly able to make 
profit of their wholesale demoralization by ruthlessly 
crushing out. through the contractors, all efforts at 
organisation on the part of the men. To see these 
immense docks, the home of that more immense machine, 
British Commerce, crowded with huge and stalely ships, 
steamers, and sailers the first in the world, and to watch 
with intelligent eyes by what means the colossal work of 
loading and unloading them is carried out ; this is to face 
a sacrificial orgy of human life — childhood, youth, man- 
hood, womanhood, and age, with everything that makes 
them beautiful and ennobling, and not merely a misery 
and a curse— far more appalling than any Juggernaut 
progress or the human holocausts that were offered up to 
Phcenician Moloch,] 

I etood in tlie ghastly gleaming night by the affoUeiif 

sullen flow 
Ot the dreadful river that rolls her tides through 

the City of Wealth and Woe ; 
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diy irith desperate grief. 

And my brain was throbbing and aching, and mine 
angoiah had no relief. 

For never a moment — no; not one — through all the 
dreary day, 

And thro' all the weary night forlorn, would the piti- 
lesB pulees stay 

Of the thundering great Machinery that such, insis- 
tence bad, 

As it crushed out bnman hearts and sonls, that it 
slowly drove me mad. 

And there, in the dank a.nd fcetid mist, as I, silent 

and tearless, stood, 
And the river's exhalatioos, sweating forth their 

muddy blood. 
Breathed full on my face and poisoned me, likfi thft- 

slow, patrescent drain 
That carries away from the shambles the refuse of 

flesh and hraiu — 
There rose up slowly before me, in tlio dome of the 

city's light, 
A vast and shadowy Substance, with shafts and 

wheels of might, 
Tremendous, ruthless, fatal ; and I knew the visible 

shape 
Of that thundering great Machinery from wliich there 



It atood there high in thfl heavens, fronting the face 

of God, 
And the spray it sprinkleil had blasted the green and 

flowery sod 
All round where, through stony precincts, its 

Cyclopean pillars fell 
[To its adamantine foundations that were fixed in 

the womb of hell. 
And the birds tliat, wild and wltirling, and moth-like, 

flew to its glare 
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Were Btrack by tlie flyinf; whee 

and murdered tijere ; 
And tl)e dust tliat swept abc 

overhead, 
And the din oi it Heemed to ah 

sheeted dead. 

But mine eyeH were fixed on t 

this horrible den, 
And they mounted in throngei 

and woDien aud iticu, 
Right out fron> the low borizc 

oonld see, 
From the nortli aud the soutli 

west, they came perpetual 
Some eilent, souie raving, somi 

ing, some cur sing, some ci 
Some alone, »oiiie with otbers, 

drawing the dead and the 
Up to ^e central Wheel eni 

devouring breath 
That winuowed t)ie livid sn 

sickening fume of death. 

Then suddenly, as^I watched i1 

amain I 
And the aii grew clearer and pi 

plam- 
How nnder the central Whe* 

And a great, gold Idol upon 

fiery hlood. 
And there, in frout of the Alt: 

lurid Pit, 
And the thronged battalions ^ 

yawning moutli of it 
In the clangoar of the Machii 

devouring breath 
That winnowed the livid sn 

sickening fume of death. 
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And once again, as I gazed there, and the keen wind 

still blew on, 
I saw tbe shape of the Idol hke a Queen tamed 

carrion, 

Vet crowned and more terrific thus for her hnmau 

fleshly loss, 
And with one clenched hand she brandished a lash, 

and the other held up a cross ! 
And all around the Altar were seated, joyous and 

In garments richly -coloured and choice, a goodly 

company, 
Eating and drinking and wantoning, like gods that 

scorned to know 
Of the thundering great Machinery and the crowds 

and the Pit below. 

Ah, Christ ! the sights and the sounds there that 

every hour befell 
Would wring the heart of the devils spinning ropes 

of sand in hell, 
But not the insolent Revellers in their old laaoivioua 

Children hollow-eyed, starving, consumed alive with 

disease ; 
Boys and men tortured to fiends and branded with 

shuddering fire ; 
Women and girls shrieking caught, and whored, and 

trampled to death in the mire ; 
BEtbyhood, youth, and manhood and womanhood that 

might have been. 
Kneaded, a bloody pulp, to feed the gold-grinding 

murderous Machine 1 

And still, with aching eyeballs, I stared at that hate- 
ful sight, 

At the loDB dense lines of the people and the 'shafts 
and wheels of might. 

When slowly, slowly emerging, I saw a great Globe 
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But my bmin whirled ronnd uid m; blinded eyesno 

more could see or know, 
Till I struggling seemed to awake at last by tha 

swollen snllen flow 
Of tbe dreadful river that rolls ber tides tbtongh the 

City of Wealth and Woe I 



{Brisbane.) 
" A little Soldier of ike Army of the Night.- 
Bory bira ^vithout a word '. 

No appeal to death ; 
Only the call of the bird 

And tbe bbnd spring's breath. 

Nature slays ten, yet the one 

Beaclios but to a part 
Of what's to be done, to be bung. 

Keep we a proud heart ! 

Let ua not glose her waste 

With lies and dreams ; 
Fawn on her wanton haste. 

Say it but seems. 

Comrades, with faces unstirred. 

Scorning grief's dole. 
Though with bim, with him lies interred 

Our heart and soul. 

Bury him without a word [ 

No appeal to death ; 
Only the call of the bird 

And the bUnd spring's breath. 
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Ne,j, brothers, nay I it is not for this— tor a land of 
wealth and woe,— 

That we hoped aad trusted all these years, that we 
toiled and struggled so I 

It is not for a race of taskmasters and pitiful cring- 
ing slaves, 

That oar strength and skill raised up happy homes 
and dreamed of fearless graves. 

It is not for a Cause that is less than all's, that is not 
for truth but a lie. 

That we raise our fatses and grip oar hands, and lift 

As we fling up the Flag that Friend and foe may see, 



As the Bk J above is (air for all, whoever, wherever he 

he. 
As the blessed stars on all shed their light of hope 

and of liberty: 
So let tlje eartb, this fertile earth, this well-loved 

Southern land. 
Be fair to all, be free to all, from strand to shining 

strand I 
Let boy and girl and woman and man in it at least 

be sure. 
That all can earn their daily bread with hearts as 

proud as pure ; 
Let mau and woman and girl and boy in it for ever 



FUng out the Flag I let her flap and rise in the ruih 

of ihe eager air. 
With the ring 0/ the wild noan't wings at the toar* 

from t}te swamp and her riedy lair I 
Fling out the Flag I and let frtend and foe hehold, 

for gain or Iom, 
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Por once I too bad a darling ; 

I dreamed what he ehonld do, 
And surety he'd have bad, I thonghti 

Just such a face as Yoa. 

And I, I dreamed to see him 
Noble and brave and strong, 

Loving the light, the lovely. 
Hating the dark, the wroi^, — 

Loving the poor, the People, 
Ready to smile and give 

SIocn] and brain to their service, 
For them to die or live ! 

No matter, O httle Darhngs ! 

Little Boya, you shall be 
Mv Citizens for faithful laboor, 

My Soldiers tor victory ! 

Little Girls, I charge you 
Be noble sweethearte, wiveSf 

Mothers — comrades the sweetest. 
Fountains of happy lives ! 

Farewell, O little Darlings I 
Far away, — with strangers, too — 

He sleeps, the little Darling, 
I dreamed to see like you. 

And I, O little daiUnga, 
I have many miles to go, 

And where I too may stop and sleep, 
And when, I do not know. , 

But I charge you to remember 
The love, the trust I bad. 

That you'd be noble, fearless, free, 
And make your country glad. 
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TliaC you should toil together. 
Face whatever yet shall be. 

My citizens for faithful labonr. 
My aoIdiecB tor victory. 

I eliarge yon to remembet ; 

I bless yon with my hand, 
Aud I know tha hour is coming 

When yoD shall understand : 

\Vheu yon shall understand too, 
Why, a.H I said farewell. 

Although my lips were smiling. 
The shining te&rs down fell. 
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Beyond the Night, down o'er tlie labonring East. 
1 see light's harbmger of dawn released : 
U|ioD the false gleau) of the anto'dawn, 
Lo, the fair heaven of daj-pOTBuing mom. 

Beyond the lamplees sleep and perishing death, 
That hold my heart, I feel my New Life's breatli,— - 
I see the face my Spirit shape shall have 
When this frail clay and doat hare fled the gravf. 

Beyond the Night, the death ofdmiht, defeat. 
ICise dawn and mom, and life with light doth inert. 
For tkegreat Caute, toOt^ture as the Sun yon raij 
Shoote up to ttrihe the threatening cloudt anil «ii/ ; 
I rome, and with me comet the victorioitu Tinij ' 
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Wlien I was ^oaitg, the Mnne I norahipped tooli xrx 

Fearless, a lonely heart, to look on men. 
" 'Tis youre," said she, " to paint this show of theix 
Even as tbej are." Then smiling she forsook me. 

Wherefore with passionate patience I withdrew. 
With eyes from which all loves, hates, hopes and 

fears, 
Joy's anreole and the blinding sheen of tears. 

Were purged away. And what I saw I drew. 

Then, as I worked remote, serene, alone, 

A child-girl came to uic and touched my cheek ; 
And lo her lips were pate, her limbs were weak, 

Her eyes had thirst's dosire and hunger's moan. 

She said : " I am the soul of this sad day 

VVhere thouBaods toil and sufFer hideous Grime, 
Where units rob and mock the empty time 

With revel and rank prayer and death s display." 

I said : " child, how shall I leave my songs, 
My songs and tales, the warp and subtle woof 
Of this great work and web, in your behoof 

To strive aud passionately sing of wrongs ? 

" Child, is it nothing that I here fnlfil 

My heart and soul ? that I may look and see 
Where Homer benda ^and Shakespeare smiles 

Aud Goethe praises the unswerving will ?" 

She hung her head, and straight, without a word. 
Passed from me. And I raised my conscious face 
To where, in beauteous power in her place, 

She stood, the muse, my muse, and watched and 
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